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YEAR! 


ls the senior class at Shadyside High doomed? That’s 
the prediction Trisha Conrad makes at her summer 
party—and it looks as if she may be right. Spend a 
year with the FEAR STREET seniors, as each month in 
this new 12-hook series brings horror after horror. 
Will anyone reach graduation day alive? 


Only R.L. Stine knows... 
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Mira Block 

LIKES: 

Going to clubs, guys in bands, sexy clothes 

REMEMBERS: 

The cemetery, senior camp-out, hanging out with Clarissa 


HATES: 
Waifs, talking on the phone, psychics 


QUOTE: 
“Don’t hate me ‘cause I’m beautiful.” 


Greta aoe’! ae" 


® fs 4 * 
1 A: rt % 
t ¢ 
* ated 


Trisha Conrad 


LIKES: 

Shopping in the mall my dad owns, giving fabulous parties, Gary Fresno 
REMEMBERS: 

The murder game, the senior table at Pete's Pizza 


HATES: 
Rich girl jokes, bad karma, overalls 


QUOTE: 
“What you don’t know will hurt you.” 


lle Cortez 


QUOTE: cm i 


“Push ‘em down, push ‘em down, putthem wugaaay down! Go Tigers!” 


Clark Dickson 
LIKES: 
Debra Lake, poetry, painting 


REMEMBERS: 
Trisha’s party, the first time | saw Debra 


HATES: 

Nicknames, dentists, garlic pizza, tans 
QUOTE: 

“Fangs for the memories.” 


Jennifer Fear 

LIKES: 

Basketball, antique jewelry, cool music 

REMEMBERS: 

The doom spell, senior cut day, hanging with Trisha and Josie 
HATES: 

The way people are afraid of the Fears, pierced eyebrows 


QUOTE: 
“There's nothing to fear but fear itself.” 


Jade ee 


“You get what you pay for.” 


Gary Fresno 


LIKES: 

Hanging out by the bleachers, art class, gym 

REMEMBERS: 

Cruisin’ down Division Street with the guys, that special night with 
that special person (you inow who you are... .) 


HATES: 
My beat-up Civic, working after school everyday, cops 


QUOTE: 
“Don’t judge a book by its cover.” 


Kenny — 
LIKES: 
Jade Feldman, chemistry, Latin, baseball 


REMEMBERS: 
The first time | beat Maria Newman in a debate, heater fia wilh lade 


HATES: 
Nine-year-olds who like to torture camp counselors, cafeteria food 


QUOTE: 
“Look before you leap.” 


Stacy Malcolm 
LIKES: 
Sports, funky hats, shopping 


REMEMBERS: 
Running laps with Mary, stuffing our faces at Pete’s, Mr. Morley and Rob 


HATES: 
Psycho killers, stealing boyfriends 


QUOTE: 
“College, here | come!” 


Josh Maxwell 
LIKES: : 
Debra Lake, Debra Lake, Debra Lake 


REMEMBERS: 
Hanging out at the old mill, senior camp-out, Coach’s pep talks 


HATES: 

Funeral homes, driving my parents’ car, tomato juice 

QUOTE: 

“Sometimes you don’t realize the truth until it bites you right on 
the neck.” 


Josie Maxwell 
LIKES: 
Black clothes, back nal pols, black lipstick, photography 


REMEMBERS: 

Trisha’s first senior party, the memorial wall 

HATES: 

Algebra, evil spirits (including Marla Newman), being compared to my 
stepbrother Josh 


QUOTE: 
“The past isn’t always the past—sometimes it’s the future.” 


Mickey Myers 

LIKES: 

jammin’ with the band, partying, hot giris 

REMEMBERS: 

Swimming in Fear Lake, the storm, my first gig at the Underground 


HATES: 
Dweebs, studying, girls who diet, station wagons 


QUOTE: 
“Shadyside High rules!” 


Marla Newman 


LIKES: 
Writing, cool clothes, being a redhead 


REMEMBERS: 
Yearbook deadlines, competing with Kenny Klein, when Josie put a spell 
on me (ha ha) 


HATES: 
Girls who wear all biack, guys with long hair, the dark arts 


QUOTE: 
“The power is divided when the circle is not round.” 


Mary 0’Connor 

LIKES: 

Running, ripped jeans, hair spray 
REMEMBERS: 

Not being invited to Trisha’s party, rat poison 
HATES: 

Social studies, rich girls, prone 


QUOTE: 
“Just say no.” 


Dana Palmer 


LIKES: 
Boys, boys, boys, cheerleading, short skirts 


REMEMBERS: 

Senior camp-out with Mickey, Homecoming, the backseat 
HATES: 

Private cheerleading performances, fire batons, sharing clothes 


QUOTE: 
“The bad twin always wins!” 


Deirdre Palmer 


LIKES: 

Mysterious guys, sharing clothes, old movies 
REMEMBERS: 

The cabin in the Fear Street woods, sleepovers at Jen's 


HATES: 
Being a “good girl,” sweat socks 


QUOTE: 
“What you see isn’t always what you get.” 


Will Reynolds 

LIKES: 

The Turner family, playing guitar, clubbing 

REMEMBERS: 

The first time Clarissa saw me without my dreads, our booth at Pete's 


HATES: 
Lite FM, the clinic, lilacs 


QUOTE: 
“| get knocked down, but | get up again... .” 


Ty Sullivan 

LIKES: 

Cheerleaders, waitresses, Fears, psychics, brains, football 
REMEMBERS: 

The graveyard with you know who, Kenny Klein’s lucky shot 


HATES: 
Painting fences, Valentine's Day 


QUOTE: 
“The more the merrier.” 


Justin aia igs 
LIKES: 
Seats thot isn picola, tas lowshicask testi 


REMEMBERS: 
Don’t want to remember anything about Shadyside 


HATES: 
Having my face shoved in the toilet, being chased by Ty and Gary 


QUOTE: 
“You're my everything.” 


Clarissa Turner 

LIKES: 

Art, music, talking on the phone 

REMEMBERS: 

Shopping with Debra, my first day back to school, eating pizza with Will 
HATES: 

Mira Block 


QUOTE: 
“Real friendship never dies.” 


Matty Winger 
LIKES: 
Computers, video games, Star Trek 


REMEMBERS: 
The murder game—good one Trisha 


HATES: 
People who can’t take a joke, finding Clark's cape with Josh 


QUOTE: 
“Don’t worry, be happy.” 


Phoebe Yamira 

LIKES: 

Cheerleading, gymnastics, big crowds 

REMEMBERS: -— 

That awesome game against Waynesbridge, senior trip, 
tailgate parties 


HATES: 
When people don’t give it their all, liars, vans 


QUOTE: 
“Today is the first day of the rest of our lives.” 
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Chapter One 
a a errr eee ee me 


448 ’m telling you, Mickey, I am a wanted 
man,” Ty Sullivan declared into the 
phone. 

“What are you talking about?” Mickey 

Meyers asked. 

Ty jammed a pillow behind his back and 
stretched out on his bed. “I’ve got three— 
count ’em, three—girls crazy about me. All 
of them babes, of course.” 

“Three? Last time I looked, it was only 
Phoebe and Trisha,” Mickey said. “Who’s the 
third?” 

“Marla.” 

“Marla Newman? You went out with her 
once when you first moved here, right?” 
Mickey asked. “I thought that was it.” 

“Yeah, well, she’s back in the picture.” Ty 
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switched the cordless phone from one hand 
to the other. As he reached for a can of Coke 
on the night table, images of the three girls 
flashed through his mind. 

Phoebe Yamura, his “official” girlfriend. 
Head cheerleader. Great smile. Really sweet 
and always ready for fun. 

Trisha Conrad. Blond hair and brown 
eyes—really pretty. Sensitive and super rich. 
Trisha was going with Gary Fresno, so Ty 
hadn’t told anybody but Mickey about her. 

And now he had another secret girlfriend. 
Marla Newman, brainy and beautiful, with 
red hair and green eyes. 

“I am definitely at the top of Shadyside 
High’s most wanted list,” he said with a grin. 

But I have to be careful, Ty thought. Marla 
and Trisha knew about Phoebe, of course, so 
he told them he was thinking of breaking up 
with her. And he made them promise not to 
say a word about it. Naturally, the “breakup” 
would take forever. 

“So what are you doing at home?” Mickey 
asked, interrupting Ty’s thoughts. “How 
come you’re not out with one of your three 
love slaves?” : 

“As a matter of fact, Marla should be here 
any minute,” Ty told him. He rolled off the 
-bed and crossed to the window that over- 
looked Fear Street. No sign of Marla’s little 
hatchback yet. “And Phoebe’s coming by 
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later,” he added. 

Mickey laughed. “Whoa—be careful, man. | 
heard Phoebe’s the jealous type. If she finds 
out about the other two, you're toast.” 

“Don’t worry,” Ty assured him. He glanced 
in the mirror on the back of his closet door 
and ran a hand over his short blond hair. 
“None of them will figure out what’s going 
on.” 

“Oh, yeah? Well, what about Gary Fresno?” 

Ty scowled into the mirror. “What about 
him?” 

“Trisha’s still going with him, right?” 
Mickey asked. 

“Right. So?” 

“So he’s not exactly Mr. Nice Guy,” Mickey 
reminded him. “He got suspended from 
school last week for breaking some kid’s 
nose.” 

“I know. I heard about it.” Ty turned away 
from the mirror and looked out the window 
again. “Fresno’s always getting into fights. 
What does that have to do with anything?” 

“Nothing—yet,” Mickey said. “But the 
guy's crazy about Trisha. And he thinks he 
owns her.” 

Ty frowned again. He still couldn’t figure 
out what Trisha saw in Gary Fresno. She was 
from the richest family in Shadyside, plus 
she was smart and popular. Gary barely had 
enough money to keep gas in his car. He had 
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a hot temper and hung out with guys who 
majored in detention. 

“You just better watch out for him,” 
Mickey continued. “If he catches you with 
her, he’ll pound you into the ground.” 

Mickey’s right, Ty admitted to himself. 
Fresno is really possessive of Trisha. And he 
might even be able to beat me in a fight. 

“Okay, consider me warned,” Ty said to 
Mickey. “But listen, here’s my problem— 
which one of these three beauties do | take 
to the Valentine’s Dance?” 

“Put their names in a hat and pick one,” 
Mickey suggested. “Then tell me how you'll 
explain to the other two why you didn’t ask 
them. That’s your problem.” 

He’s right, Ty realized. This is more 
complicated than I thought. Well, I'll figure 
something out. He glanced down at the 
street again and saw a silver hatchback that 
was nosing its way toward the curb. “Got to 
go,” he said. “Marla’s here.” 

Ty tossed the phone onto his bed and 
checked the mirror a final time. Not bad, he 
thought. Average height, but wide shoulders. 
He was letting his blond hair grow out from 
its buzz cut, and it was looking good. The 
gold eyebrow ring glittered as he wiggled his 
-eyebrows and smiled at his reflection. 

The front doorbell rang. 
Ty left his room and started downstairs. 
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“Pll get it!” Kelly, Ty’s eleven-year-old 
sister, raced out from the kitchen and hurried 
toward the door. 

“It’s Marla,” Ty called after her. 

“How do you know?” she asked. 

“Because I saw her car, stupid.” Ty hopped 
over the last step as Kelly pulled open the 
door. 

“Hi.” Marla Newman, tiny and gorgeous, 
stood on the porch holding a couple of spiral 
notebooks. Her long wavy red hair blew in 
the wind, and the tip of her nose was pink 
from the cold. “Where’s Ty?” she asked Kelly. 

“Right here.” Ty reached around his sister 
and pushed the storm door open so Marla 
could step inside. 

“It’s freezing out there,” Marla declared 
with a shiver. 

Ty slipped an arm around her shoulders 
and gave her a quick kiss. 

Kelly made a gagging sound. Then she 
giggled. | 

Ty scowled at her. “Why don’t you disap- 
pear for a while? Marla brought me some 
notes from biology, and we have to go over 
them.” 

“Oh, sure!” Kelly rolled her eyes. “Like | 
really believe you're going to study.” 

“Get lost, okay?” Ty told her. 

The phone rang before Kelly had a chance 
to argue. She dashed into the kitchen and 
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picked it up. Ty listened for a second. 

“It’s one of her friends. They’ll talk forever.” 
He took Marla’s hand and pulled her toward 
- the stairs. “Come on. Let’s go up to the attic. 
It’s nice and private up there.” 

“For studying, you mean?” Marla asked. 

Ty squeezed her hand. “Sure. And other 
things.” 

Marla laughed, a soft, throaty laugh. Ty 
smiled to himself in anticipation. I can’t wait 
to get her alone, he thought. 

He pulled open a door at the end of the 
second-floor hall and led Marla up a rickety 
wooden staircase to the attic. Rays of weak 
sunlight streamed in through cracks in the 
eaves. A long string hung from the center of 
the steep roof. Ty pulled it, and a single light 
bulb came on. 

Most of the attic remained in shadow, 
filled with dusty cartons and suitcases, two 
bicycles, a bunch of old lamps and chairs, 
and boxes of Christmas decorations. 

A rolltop desk with cubbyholes and tiny 
drawers stood next to a piece of furniture with 
a white sheet thrown over it. Ty whipped the 
sheet off, revealing an old-fashioned love 
seat with a high back and carved wooden 
legs. 

Dust flew through the air. Marla sneezed. 

“Oops. Sorry about that.” Ty wadded the 
sheet up and tossed it aside. 
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Marla sniffed. She crossed to the desk and 
put the notebooks on it. “You don’t sound 
sorry,” she told him. Her lips curled in a 
teasing smile. 

Ty put his arms around her and kissed her. 
“Forgive me?” he asked. “Please, please forgive 
me. I'll never make you sneeze again.” 

Marla laughed. “Keep begging.” 

Ty kissed her again. She’s so hot, he 
thought. 

Marla pulled back slightly. “I can’t stay 
long,” she murmured breathlessly. “I have to 
go to a yearbook meeting. Then I want to go 
home and see if I got any college acceptance 
letters yet. Maybe we should really go over 
those notes.” 

“Sure.” Ty began pulling her toward the 
love seat. “But let’s get comfortable first.” 

“Ha.” She tossed her hair back. “If I get 
comfortable, I'll never leave.” 

Ty wiggled his eyebrows. “That’s the 
idea.” He tugged gently on her arm. 

Marla playfully pulled away. Ty wasn’t 
holding her tightly, and she fell backward 
into the desk. 

The desk rattled and shook. A couple of 
pens, a roll of brittle Scotch tape, and an 
envelope slid from one of the cubbyholes. 
The envelope sailed to the floor and landed 
at Ty’s feet. 

“Whoa, you okay?” Ty asked Marla. 
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“Sure.” She grabbed the pens before they 
fell. 

Ty bent down and picked up the envelope. 
It was made of heavy white paper, yellowed 
with age. Written on the front, in a fancy, old- 
fashioned script, was the name Tyler Sullivan. 

Ty opened the envelope and pulled out a 
heart-shaped card. “Hey, it’s a valentine,” he 
said, showing it to Marla. “Check it out.” 

The front of the card had the heads of a 
man and a woman in silhouette, facing each 
other. Their lips almost touched. 

Marla stood on tiptoe and peered over 
Ty’s shoulder as he opened the card. 

THE TOUCH OF YOUR LIPS IS SWEETER 
THAN CANDY, read the printed message. 
Below it was a note written in the same 
script as on the envelope. 


DEAREST TYLER, 

I’VE BEEN WAITING SO LONG FOR YOU. I 
ACHE FOR YOUR KISS. WRITE TO ME, OR I 
WILL DIE. BRING YOUR LETTER TO THE 
SHADYSIDE CEMETERY, AND LEAVE IT 
UNDER THE OLD ELM TREE NEAR THE FEAR 
FAMILY TOMBSTONES. | 

LOVE, AMY 


Chapter Two 
a errr eceee aemean meN 


hoa, Ty thought to himself. Where 
did this come from? 

Marla glanced up at him. “Who’s 
Amy?” 

Ty shrugged. He didn’t have a clue. Except... 
could some girl have sneaked the valentine 
up here? Or gotten his sister to do it? That 
must be it, he thought. Some other girl is 
interested in me. Very interested. 

“It sounds like she knows you,” Marla told 
him. “I mean, that’s a pretty hot message.” 

Oops. I don’t want Marla to get jealous, Ty 
thought. “This isn’t for me,” he told her, 
holding out the card. “See how yellow it is? 
It’s ancient.” 

Marla frowned skeptically. “It has your 
name on it. How do you explain that?” 
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Ty thought fast. “It’s simple. My great- 
grandfather was named Tyler,” he said. 
Actually, his great-grandfather’s name was 
James, but Marla would never know. “That 
was his desk. Amy was probably one of his old 
girlfriends and he kept her card, that’s all.” 

“Well...” Marla hesitated, then tossed her 
hair back. “I guess you're right,” she admit- 
ted. “But that card is really pathetic. Amy 
sounds so desperate.” 

Maybe, Ty thought. But she sounds pretty 
hot, too. I wonder who she is? 

Marla checked her watch. “I have to go.” 

Ty slid the card into his jeans pocket 
and put his arms around her. “What about 
biology?” | ae 

Marla gave him a long, sizzling kiss. “lI 
guess you'll just have to figure out the notes 
for yourself.” She slipped out of his arms 
and crossed to the door. 

Ty grabbed the two notebooks and followed 
her down the attic stairs and then to the first 
floor. Marla paused at the front door. “Oh. 
That card you got reminded me—the 
Valentine’s Dance is going to be at Red Heat 
this year, did you know?” ; 

“Uh ...no.” Ty didn’t want to discuss the 
dance until he decided how to handle the 
whole thing. 

“It'll be great because the club’s so big,” 
Marla went on. “Don’t you think?” 
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“Mmm.” Ty fidgeted with the card. She’s 
definitely hinting, he thought. 

Marla paused a few seconds, her green 
eyes gazing at him expectantly. “We are 
going, aren't we?” 

Ty managed a laugh. “Hey, it’ll probibily be 
boring. I can think of a lot of more exciting 
things to do than go to a stupid Valentine’s 
dance. Why don’t we go to a club or some- 
thing?” 

“Hello? I just told you—it’s going to be ata 
club. It won’t be boring, I promise.” Marla 
stood on tiptoe and gave him a quick kiss. 
“See you tomorrow. Don’t keep my notes too 
long.” 

“I won't.” Ty pulled the door open and 
watched as she hurried down the front walk 
to her car. At least Marla didn’t try to pin 
him down about the dance. Still, he’d have 
to figure out what to do about it. Soon. 

He tossed the biology notebooks onto the 
hall table and went into the kitchen for 
something to drink. Kelly had stuck a note to 
the refrigerator, saying she’d gone down the 
block to her friend Suzie’s house. 

Ty opened the refrigerator and peered 
into it, sticking his hands in his back pockets 
as he bent forward. His fingers touched the 
old Valentine. 

He pulled it out and stared at it. 7 

The doorbell rang. Ty tossed the card 
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onto the kitchen table and went back down 
the hall to the front door. 

Phoebe Yamura stood with her back to 
him, craning her neck to see down the 
street. She spun around at the sound of the 
door. “Hi. Hey, was that Marla driving away?” 

Ty nodded and let her into the hall. Bad 
timing, Sullivan, he told himself. You have to 
be more careful. 

Phoebe tilted her head and stared at him, 
a slightly suspicious expression in her dark 
eyes. “What was she doing here?” 

Ty pointed to the notebooks on the hall 
table. “We have a major biology test coming 
up, and she dropped off some of her notes 
for me,” he explained. 

Phoebe gazed at the notebooks. 

I guess Mickey’s right about Phoebe being 
the jealous type, Ty thought. But not a 
problem. I really do need some help in biology. 

He playfully tugged on Phoebe’s long 
black hair. “I was just about to have a Coke,” 
he told her. “Want one?” 

“Sure.” : 

Ty put his arm around her shoulders and 
walked her into the kitchen. Now that 
Phoebe’s parents finally had given in and 
decided she could start going out with guys, 
he and Phoebe didn’t have to hide their rela- 
tionship anymore. 

Naturally, he had to be a little careful 


2 


Sweetheart, Evil Heart 


around Trisha and Marla. They thought he 
was about to break up with Phoebe. Phoebe, 
of course, didn’t have a clue about the other 
two. | 

It’s a good thing Kelly left, he told himself. 
The last thing I need is my little sister blab- 
bing about how Marla and | went up to the 
attic together. 

“I see you already got a valentine,” Phoebe 
declared, pointing to the card on the table. 

“That? It’s not for me.” Ty quickly gave 
Phoebe the story about his great-grandfather. 

Phoebe read the card and put it back on 
the table. “I’m glad it’s not yours,” she said. 
“I mean, I couldn’t blame anybody for being 
crazy about you, but I still wouldn’t like it.” 

“Don’t worry, okay?” Ty pulled her close 
and gave her a kiss. “I’m all yours.” 

It’s true, he thought. The girl I’m with is 
the one I like best. But then the next one 
comes along and | go nuts for her. What can 
I say? They’re all great. 

Over Phoebe’s shoulder, Ty caught a 
glimpse of the valentine from Amy. 

He wondered who she was. He couldn’t 
think of any seniors named Amy, so she 
must be in one of the other classes. Whoever 
she was, she sounded like a real babe. 

Write to me or I will die, she had said. 

Ty smiled to himself. I can’t let that happen, 
can I? | : 


Chapter Three 
LLL EELS LTE LE LAE DO ED 


few days later Ty swept his black 
Celica around a curve in the Old Mill 
Road. Trisha Conrad sat in the passen- 
ger seat, chewing on a fingernail and 
gazing out at the Conononka River on the 
right. 

Ty felt great. He and Trisha had just been 
to one of the lookout points on the river. Of 
course, they hadn’t paid too much attention 
to the water—they’d been too busy making 
out. 

Trisha is looking good, as usual, Ty 
thought, glancing over at her. He loved the 
combination of blond hair and brown eyes. 
And of course, even though she wore jeans 
like almost everybody else, her dark red 
sweater and black leather jacket probably 
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cost as much as Ty spent on clothes in a 
year. 

I still can’t believe the richest girl in town 
is nuts about me, he thought. He stopped for 
the traffic light at Pike Road and turned to 
her. “Want to get some pizza?” 

Trisha shook her head. “We can’t. Gary or 
Jennifer might see us.” 

Ty knew she didn’t want Gary to find out 
about them. Or her friend Jennifer Fear, either. 
Ty had gone out with Jennifer for a little 
while, and he’d been seeing Trisha at the 
same time. Jennifer never found out, and 
Trisha wanted to keep it that way. 

“I meant we could get one to go and take 
it to your place,” Ty told her. After all, he 
didn’t want Marla or Phoebe to spot them, 
either. 

“Okay.” Trisha stopped chewing on her 
fingernail. “I bought a new dress,” she 
declared. “For the Valentine’s dance.” 

“Yeah?” Ty winced inside. Why did she 
have to bring that subject up? 

“Of course, Gary thinks I’m going with 
him,” Trisha went on. “I haven’t figured out 
exactly how to tell him |’m not.” 

“Maybe you shouldn't go at all. I mean,” 
Ty added quickly, “it would save a lot of 
trouble, right? We could do something else.” 

“I guess,” Trisha said doubtfully. “But | 
was kind of looking forward to it. Especially 
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going with you.” 

“Oh, sure, me, too,” Ty told her. “But we 
should think about not going. It might not be 
worth it if it’s going to cause trouble.” 

“No. You’re right.” Trisha sighed and 
began chewing her nail again. 

“What’s the problem?” Ty asked. “What 
are you so stressed about?” 

“Well . . .” Trisha nervously tucked a 
strand of hair behind her ear. “For one thing, 
I had another vision.” 

Ty frowned a little. When he’d first heard 
of Trisha’s psychic flashes, he’d laughed 
them off. No way could somebody predict 
the future. 

But during the summer before school 
started, Trisha had a vision about their 
class—the senior class. She saw them all 
being eaten by worms and rotting in their 
graves. 

Then people started dying. 

Danielle Cortez. Debra Lake. Jade Feldman. 

Greta Bradley. Ty swallowed. He and Greta © 
had gone out a few times. 

Some kids called it the Senior Curse. Ty 
still tried to blow it off, but he had to admit, 
it gave him a major case of the creeps. 

“What was this one about?” he asked. 

“It was different than most of my other 
visions,” she replied. “Nobody died, but it 
was still scary. Someone was chasing us— 
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you and me. | couldn’t see who, but some- 
how, I know it was somebody from the past.” 

“No kidding. Weird.” The light changed 
and Ty stepped on the gas. “Was her name 
Amy, by any chance?” 

Trisha gave him a baffled look. “I told you 
I couldn’t see who it was. Who’s Amy? What 
are you talking about?” 

Oh, no. Why did I shoot my big mouth off? 
Ty wondered. Now I have to come up with an 
excuse. “Uh... the other day I found this old 
Valentine to my great-grandfather,” he 
explained. “Well, maybe it was to him. 
Anyway, it was from a girl named Amy. It 
sounded like she was totally crazy about me. 
I mean him.” 

“Really? What did she say?” 

“Some stuff about how she would die if he 
didn’t write back to her,” Ty said. “She told 
him to leave a message for her in the ceme- 
tery. You know that huge elm tree in 
Shadyside Memorial?” 

Trisha frowned, then shook her head. 

“That’s where she said to put it,” Ty went 
on. “So I went there and—” 

“Wait a minute. You went there?” Trisha 
interrupted. “Why?” | 

“I wrote back to her and put the note 
under the tree,” he admitted. “I don’t know 
why, really. Just as a goof, I guess.” 

Ty glanced over at Trisha to see if she 
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bought the story. He couldn’t tell. She was 
twisting her fingers together and staring out 
the window. 

He slowed as the road began to curve 
toward Division Street. “Which pizza do you 
like best?” he asked. “Pete’s or the Pizza 
Oven?” 

“Ty?” Trisha’s voice shook. “I just got the 
feeling again—that we re being followed. It’s 
happening right now.” She turned around 
and looked through the back window. “Oh, 
no, it’s Gary!” 

Ty glanced into the rearview mirror and 
checked for Gary’s Civic. Traffic had picked 
up. A line of cars snaked along the road 
behind them. “Where?” he asked. 

“The third car back. You can’t miss it—one 
of the front fenders doesn’t have any paint 
on it.” 

Ty looked again. There it was. The rattly 
old Civic with a coat of primer on the right 
front bumper. 

Trisha hunkered down in the seat. “He 
wanted to take me home after school, and | 
lied and told him I had to go to the library. | 
_ knew he didn’t believe me!” she cried. “He 
must have been driving around trying to find 
out where I went. Please go faster, Ty! If he 
sees me with you, he’ll go nuts!” 

“Let him,” Ty told her. But he sped up a 
little, anyway. Why get into it with Gary if 
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he didn’t have to? 3 

“I just knew he’d check up on me,” Trisha 
murmured. “I should have come up with a 
better story, but I couldn’t think of one. And 
I really wanted to be with you today!” 

Ty zipped around the car in front of him 
and swerved back into the lane. “You’re not 
sorry you're here, are you?” he asked. 

Trisha shook her head. “No way. I was 
willing to lie to Gary because .. .” Her voice 
trailed off, and she glanced at Ty. “You do 
like me, don’t you, Ty? I mean, are you really 
serious about me?” 

“What? Sure I’m serious.” That wasn’t a 
total lie, he thought to himself. When he was 
with Trisha, he was serious about her. When 
he wasn’t... well, he still liked her. “Of 
course I’m serious,” he repeated. “I can’t 
believe you're asking me that.” 

“I’m sorry,” she said quickly. “I just had to 
make sure. | mean, if you weren’t, then it 
would be like I’m sneaking around on Gary 
for nothing.” 

“Yeah, well, you can stop worrying.” Ty 
checked the mirror. “Hey, I think we lost 
him.” 

Trisha twisted around. “You’re right, I don’t 
see him,” she agreed. “Thank goodness!” 

“Maybe it wasn’t really Gary.” 

“It was, for sure. I’d know that beat-up old 
car anywhere,” Trisha declared. “But maybe 
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he didn’t see me. I might have ducked down 
in time.” 

Ty pulled to a stop at the light on Park 
Drive. As he turned to say something to 
Trisha, he saw something move out of the 
corner of his eye. 

Directly behind them, Gary Fresno leaped 
out of his car and raced up to the passenger 
side of Ty’s Celica. 

He fooled us, Ty thought. He must have 
dropped back and then caught up at the last 
second. 

Gary reached the passenger door. His thin 
face was dark with disappointment and anger. 
His hazel eyes glared though the window at 
Trisha. He yanked on the handle. When it 
didn’t open, he slammed the door with his 
fist. 

Trisha gasped. “Gary, go away. Please!” 

“No way, Trish,” he replied. “I can’t believe 
you lied to me. Come on, get out of the car 
so we can talk.” 

“Not now. I know you're angry,” Trisha 
told him. “But please, calm down. I'll talk to 
you later.” 

Gary pounded on the door again. “Get out. 
Now!” | 

“Don’t order me around!” Trisha shouted 
at him. “You don’t own me!” 

“Hey!” Ty opened his door and stepped 
into the street. “Are you deaf or something?” 
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he called over the roof of the car. “She said 
she doesn’t want to go.” 

A horn honked behind them. Then 
another. 

Gary held up his hands and backed off a 
step. “Okay. Okay, man.” He began walking 
toward his car. 

Ty took a deep breath as he watched Gary. 
His hands shook. Thank goodness the guy’s 
giving up, he thought. 

Gary reached the back of the Celica, then 
suddenly raced around the trunk and 
charged at Ty. 

Ty had no time to move. Gary grabbed his 
arm and yanked him away from the open 
door. Ty stumbled and almost fell into the 
opposite lane. 

Trisha screamed and scrambled out of the 
car. “Gary, stop it! Get out of here!” 

Horns began to blare, but Gary ignored 
them. He reached out and gave Ty a shove. 
Ty staggered sideways, wincing as his ribs 
hit his car’s front fender. 

“You'll pay for this,” Gary snarled. 

Oh, man, Ty thought, staring into Gary’s 
eyes. I am in major trouble. 

As Ty pushed away from the fender, Gary 
shoved him again. “What’s wrong, are you 
afraid to fight?” His fingers jabbed at Ty’s 
chest. “You want to steal my girlfriend, but 
you re too chicken to fight for her?” 
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The horns kept blaring. “Hey, break it up! 
a man’s voice shouted angrily from the line 
of cars behind them. 

Gary jabbed at Ty again, shoving him back 
against the fender. 

— “Gary, stop it!” Trisha screamed. “This is 
crazy!” She ran around the car and grabbed 
hold of Gary’s arm. 

He shook her off and kept his eyes on Ty. 

The horns kept blaring. Car doors opened 
and people began shouting. 

Ty struggled to keep from panicking. If | 
fight him, there’s no way I can win, he told 
himself. | 

“Stay away from Trisha,” Gary warned. 
“You got that? Stay away from her or you'll 
-pay—big time.” He cocked his arm back and 
swung it, hard. 3 

Gary’s fist shot through the air, straight at 
Ty’s face. 

No time to duck. 

Ty sucked in his breath and squeezed his 
eyes shut, waiting for the pain to explode in 
his face. 


Chapter Four 
a a er eee a tN 


nother split second passed. 

Ty heard footsteps. A_ scuffling 
sound. 

He opened his eyes. 

Two huge men had hold of Gary’s arms. 
They’re pulling him away from me, Ty real- 
ized. He sagged against the car and let his 
breath out in relief. 

“All right, you two jokers!” one man 
shouted. He glanced angrily back and forth 
between Gary and Ty. “Give us all a break 
and take your sorry act off the street!” 

“Yeah, you already made us sit through 
one green light,” the other man complained. 
“You're holding up traffic, so go beat each 
other up somewhere else.” 

“No problem. I’m out of here.” Ty pushed 
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himself away from the fender, eager to get 
away. “Come on, Trisha.” 

“lll go with Gary, Ty,” Trisha told him. — 

Ty stared at her, surprised. After this, how 
could she get into a car with that guy? 

Trisha went around Ty’s car and took out 
her backpack, then hurried to Gary’s Civic. 
Before she climbed in, she turned and gave 
Ty a small smile and a wave. 

It’s a signal, Ty thought. She’s going with 
him just so he doesn’t flip out again. 

I’m still the one she wants. 

The two men walked back with Gary and 
waited until he got into the Civic. Then they 
trotted back to their own cars. © 

Ty climbed into his car and checked the 
traffic light. Still red. He glanced in the 
rearview mirror. 

Trisha sat rigidly in the passenger seat, 
staring out the side window. Gary faced 
straight ahead, his eyes glaring at Ty over 
the steering wheel. 

Ty shifted his gaze back to the traffic light. 
He could feel Gary’s eyes practically drilling 
a hole into the back of his head. 

The guy’s totally steamed, he thought 
again. | was lucky—this time. But what about 
next time? 

Am I nuts for fooling around with Trisha? 
Should I forget about her? Is she worth the 
risk of having Fresno on my case? 
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The light changed, and Ty turned left so 
he could head back to his house on Fear 
Street. He checked his mirror again and saw 
the beat-up Civic pulling right, going in the 
opposite direction. 

He could just make out the silhouette of 
Trisha’s head, and the glow of her blond hair 
in the late afternoon sun. 

Ty shrugged and smiled to himself. 
Trisha’s definitely worth the risk, he 
decided. I can’t dump her, not yet anyway. 
She’s way too hot. 

They’re all hot—Trisha, Phoebe, Marla. 

Marla! Ty suddenly remembered he was 
supposed to be at her house at five. Going 
with three girls at the same time was great, 
but the timing could get tricky. He glanced at 
the clock on the dashboard. Four-twenty. 

He relaxed. He’d go home and grab some- 
thing to eat before he went to Marla’s. 

At home he bounded up the steps and into 
the front hall. As he slammed the door, a 
stack of mail slid off the hall table and scat- 
tered across the floor. 

He knelt down to gather it up and spotted 
an envelope addressed to Tyler Sullivan. 

Ty drew it toward him and felt a shiver run 
up his spine. 

The handwriting was exactly the same as 
on the valentine he found in the attic. It’s 
from Amy, he thought excitedly. Maybe now 
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Pll find out who she is. 

He tore open the envelope and pulled out 
a card. An old-fashioned card, with white 
lace around the edges and chubby cupids 
shooting heart-tipped arrows. 

Ty opened it and read the message. 


DEAREST TY, 

I KNEW YOU WOULD COME. I KNEW YOU 
WERE MY SOUL MATE. NOTHING CAN SEPA- 
RATE US NOW. NOT EVEN A HUNDRED 
YEARS. PLEASE BRING ME ANOTHER NOTE. 

LOVE, AMY 


Ty sat back on his heels, frowning. Not 
even a hundred years? What’s that supposed 
to mean? 

He turned the card over, but the company’s 
name was worn to a light gray. He picked up 
the envelope. It was yellowed like old news- 
papers, and puckered in places, as if it had 
gotten wet and then dried. 

Ty peered at the stamp. Back in grade 
school he actually collected stamps. But by 
middle school he decided it wasn’t a cool 
thing to do. Still, he remembered a lot about 
it. And he recognized this stamp—it was 
incredibly old. Maybe even a hundred years. 

Weird. The stamp might be worth a lot to 
a collector, but not to the post office. They’d 
send the letter back for more postage. 
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Ty checked the return address: 2713 
Village Road. 

I guess the post office messed up, he 
thought. And now I know where Amy lives. 

Ty scooped up the rest of the mail and 
tossed it onto the table. He put Amy’s latest 
valentine into his pocket and ran back out to 
his car. 

Ten minutes later he turned onto Village 
Road and began checking the numbers. 
There were several apartment buildings, but 
the addresses were wrong. 

2705 .. . 2707. Getting closer. He passed 
Shadyside Memorial Cemetery and began to 
get excited. That’s why she told me to leave 
my message there. She lives really close to 
it. 

_ The road curved. Houses came into view. 

2100 «4.2011... 2419, Fuhr 

Ty pulled to the curb and stopped, confused. 

2711 was a house. So was 2715. But in 
between, where 2713 should have been, was 
an empty lot. Winter-brown weeds poked 
out of the dirt. Empty cans and fast-food 
bags littered the ground. 

Ty pulled the envelope out of his pocket 
and checked the address again. 2713 Village 
Road. 

What’s going on? Ty wondered. I am 
definitely in the right place. 

He took out the card and opened it. 
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NOTHING CAN SEPARATE US NOW. NOT 
EVEN A HUNDRED YEARS. 

Ty gave a little laugh. This is really wild! 
Am I actually in touch with a dead girl some- 
how? Ty shook his head. No. That’s crazy. 

He glanced at the card again. / KNEW YOU 
WERE MY SOUL MATE. . . . BRING ME 
ANOTHER NOTE. 

Another note. Ty tapped the card on the 
steering wheel. Why not? he thought. This 
whole thing is weird, but it’s kind of exciting, 
too. And why should I let my soul mate 
down? Especially since she sounds like a 
real babe. 

Ty rummaged in the glove box and fished 
out a crumpled flier from a video store anda 
stubby pencil. He smoothed out the flier and 
wrote another note on the back of it. 


DEAR AMY, 

NOTHING LIKE THIS HAS EVER HAPPENED 
TO ME. IT’S UNREAL—EXCEPT I GOT YOUR 
CARD, AND IT WAS REAL. | WISH WE COULD 
MEET, BUT .I GUESS THAT’S IMPOSSIBLE. 
MAYBE YOU COULD SEND ME A PICTURE OF 
YOURSELF. AND DON’T WORRY, I’LL KEEP 
WRITING AS LONG AS YOU LIKE. 


Ty searched the glove box again and found 


an empty envelope from the motor vehicle 
department. He folded the note and slipped 
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it inside, then put the car in gear and pulled 
a U-turn. 

He glanced at the dashboard clock. He’d be 
late getting to Marla’s. He’d have to think of 
an excuse. A traffic jam, that always worked. 

It was growing dark when he drove into 
Shadyside Memorial Cemetery. He parked 
the car and glanced around. Nobody in 
sight. He hurried along a narrow path 
toward the towering elm. | 

When he reached the tree, he pulled his 
note out and read it again. A dead girl has 
actually contacted me. And I’m writing back 
to her. Maybe I’m nuts, but I can’t resist it. 

Ty slipped the note back into the envelope 
and propped it up against the thick trunk of 
the leafless elm tree. 


“Hey, Sullivan, go out for a pass!” Mickey 
Myers held a ball of wadded-up graph paper 
and prepared to throw it. 

Ty dropped his backpack in front of his 
locker and charged down the hall. Other 
kids who were strolling around before home- 
room scattered to the side. 

Mickey tossed the paper ball. As Ty leaped 
to catch it, Kenny Klein crossed in front of 
him and picked it out of the air. : 

“Interception!” Kenny cried. He clutched 
the ball of paper and raced back toward 
Mickey. 
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Ty chased after him. He almost had the 
back of Kenny’s shirt in his fingers when — 
Justin Thompson came out of the computer 4 
room and crashed into him. 4 
“Oh, smooth move, Thompson,” Ty said in — 
disgust. Justin was a computer freak—he ~ 
made a bundle setting up and repairing © 
other people’s computers. He was a regular- — 
looking guy, with brown hair and brown — 
eyes. He was also one of Shadyside High’s — 
main dweebs. 
“I’m sorry.” Justin rubbed his shoulder. *T — 
didn’t see you.” q 
“No wonder. You're half blind from staring 
at a monitor all day.” q 
“Yeah, that was interference, Thompson,” — 
Mickey declared. He and Ty converged on ' 
Justin, spinning him sideways into a bank of © 
lockers. The metal doors clanged loudly. | 
“Hey, watch it!” Justin protested. ) 
“Come on, we’re just kidding around,” © 
Mickey told him. fl 
Justin pushed away from the lockers and 
stalked across the hall to the water fountain. — 
Ty and Mickey tapped their fists together, 
“What a loser,” Ty said. q 
“Yeah. Hey, | have an idea,” Mickey © 
suggested. “I mean, you don’t really need — 
three girlfriends, do you? You could spare — 
one for Justin.” ‘ 
“What’s that?” Kenny exclaimed. “Three 
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girlfriends? What are you talking about?” 

“Shh!” Ty punched Mickey on the shoulder. 
“Way to go, Myers. Why don’t you just let the 
whole school know?” 

“You mean it’s true?” Kenny asked, lower- 
ing his voice. “I thought you were going with 
Phoebe. Who are the other two?” 

“Trisha and Marla,” Ty replied. And Amy, 
he thought. 

“Sure, he’s the hottest guy at Shadyside.” 
Mickey elbowed Ty in the ribs. “Right, Ty?” 

Ty grinned. “What can I say? Girls and | 
just naturally go together.” 

“You're crazy,” Kenny told him. “What if 
they find out about each other?” 

“That’s what I said,” Mickey agreed. “Plus, 
he can only ask one of them to the 
Valentine’s dance, so the other two are going 
to get really steamed. Did you decide which 
one yet?” he asked. 

Ty shook his head. “There’ s still Kini of 
time.” 

“Three girlfriends? It’s crazy,” Kenny 
repeated. 

Four, Ty thought as he shrugged again. 
And going out with Marla and Trisha behind 
Phoebe’s back wasn’t half as crazy as liking 
a dead girl. But he couldn't help it. “Just 
keep quiet about it,” he told Kenny. 

Mickey nudged Ty in the ribs again. 
“Heads up,” he murmured. “End of the hall.” _ 
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Ty turned and looked. 

Gary Fresno rounded the corner, with two 
of his buddies on either side. His dark eyes 
narrowed when he spotted Ty. 

Ty slouched against the lockers and put 
on a bored expression. Fresno won’t pick a 
fight here, he told himself. Not so soon after 
breaking that kid’s nose. He’d be suspended 
for the rest of the year. 

Gary sneered as he came closer. He drew 
his finger across his neck. His lips moved, 
shaping the words, “You’re a dead man.” 

Ty yawned loudly, as if he were totally 
unimpressed. But his heartbeat doubled and 


his mouth felt dry. That cold, hard look in | 


Gary’s eyes was freaking him out. 

“Whoa,” Mickey breathed, after Gary and 
his friends passed out of sight. “Listen, Ty, 
you're in trouble.” 

“No kidding,” Ty replied. “Gary tried to 
beat me up yesterday, when I was out with 
Trisha.” He quickly told Kenny and Mickey 
about the scene at the traffic light. 

Kenny frowned at Ty. “You better forget 
about Trisha.” | 

“No way,” Ty declared. “Why should I?” 

“Duh .. . maybe because Fresno is bad 
news?” Mickey suggested sarcastically. 

“Yeah, well...” Ty shrugged. He didn’t 
want to admit how much Gary scared him. “If 
he tries to do anything, I’ll be ready for him.” 
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The bell rang. Lockers slammed and the 
hall began to clear. 

“Got to go,” Mickey said. “But don’t kid 
yourself, Ty. Making Gary’s hate list can be 
hazardous to your health.” 

“Yeah, keep your eyes open,” Kenny 
agreed. 

“Don’t worry.” Ty waved them off and trot- 
ted down to his locker. A couple of kids ran 
by, hurrying to their first class. They turned 
the corner, leaving Ty alone in the hall. 

He opened his locker. As he started to 
reach for his history book, he paused. No 
matter what he’d said to Mickey and Kenny, 
Gary Fresno’s threat really bothered him. 

And Fresno’s in my history class, he 
thought. Maybe Ill cut it, just for today. 

Ty grabbed his backpack from the floor 
and slung it over his shoulder. The valentine 
from Amy slipped out. He picked it up. 

And as he reread her message, his scalp 
suddenly prickled. 

Someone's watching me, he thought. I can 
feel it. : 

A warm breath blew across the back of his 
neck. 

Ty’s pulse began to race. His muscles 
tensed in fear. 

It’s Gary, he thought in a panic. 

He’s back to get me. 
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y kept his head bent down and stared 
blindly at the card. Get a grip, he told 
himself. You can’t let Fresno scare you 
like this. It’s exactly what he wants. 

Show him you can fight back. 

As another warm breath blew across his 
neck, Ty jabbed his elbow back. 

“Uunnh!” someone gasped. 

Ty spun around. 

Justin Thompson stood in front of him, 
clutching his stomach. 

Ty felt relieved. And annoyed. “What were 
you looking at?” he demanded, shoving 
Amy’s card into his backpack. . 

“Nothing,” Justin protested. “I—I just need 
to get into my locker. I can’t help it if it’s next 
to yours.” | 
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“Forget it.” Ty shouldered Justin out of the 
way and stormed off. 

At least it wasn’t Gary Fresno, he thought. 

Not this time, anyway. 


“I still don’t get it,” Phoebe declared as Ty 
pulled into his driveway after school. “I 
thought you were hungry. Why didn’t we go 
to The Corner or something?” 

Because Trisha or Marla might be there, 
Ty thought. And they think I’m breaking up 
with you. 

“| kind of wanted to be alone,” he replied. 
“Mom and Dad don’t get back from work 
until about six. My little sister has a ballet 
lesson or something.” He leaned over and 
kissed Phoebe’s ear. “We’ll have the place to 
ourselves for at least an hour.” 

Phoebe blushed, but her dark eyes 
sparkled. “What are we going to do with all 
that time?” 

Ty kissed her again. “What do you think? 
Come on, let’s go inside.” 

Ty smiled eagerly as they got out of the 
car. The day was bitterly cold. He’d light a 
fire in the fireplace. He and Phoebe could 
pop some popcorn and make out. 

Ty grabbed the mail from the box, and 
they hurried up the icy walk to the porch. He 
unlocked the front door, tossed the mail 
onto the hall table, and took Phoebe’s hand. 
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“Let’s go into the living room,” he suggested. 
“I can light a fire.” 

“Wait a second—look.” Phoebe pointed to 
the mail. 

An old-looking, yellowing envelope poked 
out from between a magazine and a grocery 
flier. “That looks like the card you showed 
me the other day,” Phoebe said. 

Ty felt a flash of anticipation. He picked up 
the envelope. It was Amy’s writing, for sure. 
And like the second card, it had on old 
stamp on it. 

“It’s from the same person, isn’t it?” 
Phoebe asked. 

Ty nodded. This is incredible, he thought. 
_ Amy actually wrote back to me again. It’s 
really happening. 

“I don’t believe this,” Phoebe declared, 
sounding annoyed. 

Ty stared at the weathered envelope. 

“Well”’—Phoebe nudged Ty in the arm— 
“aren't you going to open it?” | 

“Sure.” Ty ripped open the envelope and 
pulled the card out. On the front was a paint- 
ing of a woman in a long dress and a bonnet, 
carrying a basket of hearts on her arm. 

Ty opened the card. Phoebe peered over 
his shoulder as he read the message. 


BELOVED TY, 
YOUR NOTES KEEP ME ALIVE, EVEN 
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THOUGH WE ARE SEPARATED BY SO MUCH 
TIME. I SHALL ALWAYS BE TRUE TO YOU, MY 
DEAREST. ARE YOU BEING TRUE TO ME? I 
AM ASHAMED TO CONFESS THAT I HAVE A 
TERRIBLE, JEALOUS TEMPER! 

LOVE, AMY 


Phoebe nudged him again. “What does she 
mean—'your notes keep me alive’?” 

Good question, Ty thought. Will Amy 
really die for good if I don’t keep writing? 
The thought gave him a weird feeling. 

“Did you really write to her?” Phoebe 
asked. 

Ty nodded. “Twice,” he admitted. 

“You're kidding.” Phoebe burst out laughing. 
“Someone has to be playing a joke on you, 
Ty, and you fell for it. 1 know—write to Amy 
and ask her if she has an e-mail address. See 
what she says.” 

“Not funny.” Ty stuck the card in his 
backpack. 

“Sure it is. Hey, who else knows you wrote 
to this girl?” Phoebe asked. “Who'd play a 
joke like this?” 

Ty shook his head. “I don’t think it’s a 
joke.” 

Phoebe gave him a skeptical look. 

“I really don’t,” Ty insisted. “I mean, I went 
_ to the address on the envelope, and there’s 
nothing there but a vacant lot. I wrote to her 
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and she answered me. I even asked her for a 
photograph.” 

Phoebe’s eyebrows shot up. “Are you 
serious? You're crazy!” 

Ty shrugged. It wouldn’t do any good to 
argue. Let Phoebe think it was a joke if she 
wanted. 

Phoebe unzipped her jacket halfway. “Oh. 
Wait. Maybe I shouldn’t take this off.” 

“Why not?” 

“Well ...1 mean, Amy wants you to stay 
true to her,” she explained. “I think I should 
just go, don’t you?” 

“Forget it.” Ty grabbed her hand and 
unzipped the jacket, then slipped his arms 
around her waist. “What Amy doesn’t know 
won't hurt her.” 

Phoebe shrugged out of her jacket and 
kissed him. “I was hoping you'd say that.” 

Ty kissed her back. He took her hand and 
led her to the living room couch. He pushed 
her long dark hair away from her face and 
kissed her again. 

Phoebe pulled away and smiled at him. 
“This is great, isn’t it? We don’t have to 
sneak around anymore. | already told my 
parents I was going to the Valentine’s dance 
with you, and they didn’t say a word.” 

The dance. Oh, man, Ty thought. | still 
haven't figured out what to do about it. 
“Valentine’s dances are always so corny,” he 
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told her. “Maybe we should do something 
else.” 

“Like what?” 

“I don’t know. I'll have to think about it.” 
Ty kissed her again so she wouldn’t keep 
talking about it. 

Phoebe glanced at the fireplace. “I thought 
you were going to light a fire.” 

“Do we really need one?” Ty brushed his 
lips across her cheek and down to her neck. 

The phone on the end table rang. 

Ty groaned. “Ignore it,” he whispered. 

Phoebe wrapped her arms around him. 

The phone rang again. 

“Don’t you have an answering machine?” 
Phoebe asked. 

“Yeah, in the kitchen. It picks up after the 
third ring,” Ty murmured into Phoebe’s hair. 

The phone rang a third time. Then a 
fourth. 

Ty groaned again. “I forgot—the machine’s 
broken.” 

Phoebe pulled away, laughing. “Go ahead 
and answer. | can’t make out while it keeps 
ringing.” 

Ty grabbed the phone before it could ring 
again. “Hello?” | 

Static crackled over the line. 

“Hello?” Ty repeated. “Hello?” 

More static. But Ty thought he heard a 
voice behind it. Very faint. “Ty? Ty? It’s me.” 
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“Who?” - 

The static grew louder. 

Bad connection, Ty thought. He hung up 
and turned to Phoebe. “Where did we leave 
off?” 

“Right here.” She put her arms around him 
and kissed him. 

Ty kissed her back, harder. 

The phone rang again. 

Phoebe sighed and pulled away. 

Ty snatched up the phone and barked a 
hello. | 

Static. And the faint, distant sound of a 
voice. Ty listened hard. “Ty. It’s me,” the 
voice said. “It’s Amy .. . Amy. Ty, can you 
hear me?” 

Startled, Ty dropped the phone into its 
cradle. Amy. Did I hear right? 

“Who was it?” Phoebe asked. 

“IT. ..I’m not sure,” Ty told her. 

The phone rang. 

Phoebe picked it up and immediately 
slammed it down. She started to snuggle 
closer to Ty. Then her eyes widened. “Oh, 
no! I forgot—I have to get home and baby-sit 
my little cousin in half an hour.” 

Ty reluctantly got up. 

“No, stay,” Phoebe told him. “Ill walk. It 
keeps me in shape.” She leaned down and 
gave him a quick kiss, then left the room. 
After a few seconds the front door closed. 
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Ty sat on the couch, and stared at the 
telephone. It was silent now. 

Now that Phoebe’s gone, he realized. It 
only rang while she was here. While we were 
making out. 

He glanced toward the hall and spotted 
his backpack, with Amy’s latest card inside. 

Are you being true to me? she’d asked. 

Hardly, Ty thought. But what difference 
does it make? No way could Amy know I was 
with Phoebe. And even if she did know, she 
couldn’t do anything about it. 

He looked at the silent telephone again. 

Could she? 
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risha stared out the window of Gary’s 
car at the cold, drizzly rain. It was late 
afternoon, getting dark, and the street- 
lights had already come on. 

She could see Gary’s reflection in the 
window. He kept his eyes on the road, but 
even from the side, she could tell he was 
frowning. — 

“I thought we were going together,” Gary 
said as he pulled out of the school parking 
lot. 

Trisha sighed. You shouldn’t have said he 
could take you home, she told herself. You 
knew he would talk about this. 

“Did I dream it up or something?” Gary 
asked. “I mean, go ahead, Trisha. Tell me I 
just imagined there was something between 
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us. 

Trisha turned to him. “You didn’t imagine 
it,” she admitted. 

Gary gave her a glum smile. “Okay, at least 
I know I’m not crazy. So we’re going together, 
right? But then you start sneaking around 
with Ty Sullivan.” | 

Trisha bit her lip. If only she could figure 
out a way to explain it. But she couldn't. 
She’d told Gary she had to go to the library. 
Then she drove to the river with Ty. 

I was sneaking, she thought. 

“Maybe this is my payback,” Gary 
remarked. “I cheated on Mary O’Connor to 
be with you. Now you’re cheating on me. 
Maybe I shouldn’t be surprised. But I 
thought we were really solid. I thought you 
cared about me.” 

Trisha hesitated. I can’t tell him that I 
don’t care anymore, she thought. It’s not 
true. I do care. 

“I still can’t believe you lied to me,” Gary 
declared. 

Trisha took a deep breath. “Look, Ty asked 
me to go for a drive. It was no big deal,” 
she declared. “But I knew you wouldn't 
understand.” 

“You're right. I don’t,” Gary agreed. He 
stopped at the traffic light on Parkview Lane. 

The Civic stalled. 

Gary gritted his teeth, shifted gears, and 
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turned the ignition off. He pumped the gas 
twice, waited, then turned the key. 

The motor coughed and sputtered and 
finally caught. 

Gary slowly let out the clutch. “And you 
know what?” he said as they chugged 
through the intersection. “I don’t believe 
you about Sullivan. I think it was a very big 
deal.” 

Trisha kept quiet. There was no way to 
explain it to him. She couldn’t think of any- 
thing to say except another lie. 

“And don’t think I don’t know why you're 
dumping me,” Gary went on. “It’s because 
I’m not rich enough for you.” 

“Gary! That’s not true!” she protested. 

“Yeah, right.” The light on Mission Lane 
turned red. Gary hit the brake and the car 
engine began to cough again. He revved it 
loudly. Gray-black clouds of exhaust spewed 


_ into the air behind them. 


“You're totally wrong,” Trisha argued. “I 
don’t care how much money you have. And 
Ty Sullivan is hardly rich, you know.” 

“Yeah, well, he’s way ahead of me,” Gary 
shot back. “I see the way you look at my car 
and my house and everything. | embarrass 
you. That’s why you’re dumping me.” 

“I never said anything about dumping 
you.” | 

“You didn’t have to,” Gary told her. “You 
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think being poor makes me a moron? Or 
blind? I’ve got eyes. I can see what’s going 
on.” 

The light changed to green. Gary shot 
through the intersection fast enough to slam 
Trisha back against the seat. 

“Gary, slow down!” 

He didn’t seem to hear her. “I know what’s 
going on,” he repeated angrily. “And I’m not 
going to let it happen. I won't let that jerk 
Sullivan come between us.” 

“Gary, you can’t take it out on Ty. Or me, 
either.” Trisha grabbed hold of the armrest 
as Gary swung a hard left onto River Road. — 
“You’re upset because I[ lied to you. I don’t 
blame you. But—” | 

Trisha broke off as the car sped up. “Gary, 
please, you’re going too fast. This road has 
so many sharp curves in it. Slow down!” 

Gary shot her a quick glance. 

Trisha gasped. His eyes were so wild- 
looking. Crazy, she thought. He’s crazy! 

Gary’s lips curved in a weird smile. He 
stared straight ahead and pushed the gas 
pedal to the floor. 

The car leaped forward. 

He’s going to kill us! Trisha thought in a 
panic. He’s going to kill us both! 


Chapter Seven 


66 ary, this is crazy!” Trisha screamed. 


“Slow down. Slow down!” 

Gary didn’t speak. He didn’t slow 
down. His hands tightened on the 
steering wheel. 

The road curved sharply. The Civic flew 
around it, throwing Trisha against the door. 

“Gary!” she screamed again. 

The car began to shudder as the engine 
reached its limit, but Gary kept the pedal flat 
to the floor. 

Trisha’s heart pounded as the car shook 
and rattled. “All right!” she screamed. “I 
won't see Ty anymore! I promise. Gary, slow 
the car—I promise I won’t see him anymore!” 
Gary shot her another strange smile. 
Trisha gazed at him, pleading with her eyes. 
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Gary lifted his foot from the gas pedal. The 
car began to slow. He tapped the brake, 
slowing it more, then brought it to a gentle 
stop in front of the long drive that led to 
Trisha’s house. 

Trisha’s breath came in gasps, as if she’d 
been running. She wanted out, away from 
Gary! She reached for her seat belt, but her 
hand shook and she couldn’t unsnap it. 

Gary put his hand on top of hers. “Looks 
like I got you home in record time, huh?” He 
squeezed her hand, then let go. 

Trisha stared at him. How can he sound 
so casual, after scaring me to death? She 
fumbled with the seat belt. It finally 
unsnapped. She hauled her backpack to her 
lap and threw open the door. 

“Hey, I'll drive you up to your house,” Gary 
said. 

“No, thanks.” Trisha hopped out. Her 
knees felt weak. “I'll walk.” 

Gary revved the motor. 

Trisha started walking down the long, 
tree-lined lane toward her house. Behind her 
she heard Gary’s car turn around and pull 
away. After a few seconds the sound of the 
engine faded completely. 

She let her breath out in relief. She’d half- 
expected him to follow her all the way up to 
the house. 

I knew he had a temper, she thought. | 
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knew he was kind of rough. That’s actually — 
one of the reasons | started going with him, ~ 
He was exciting. But he never really scared , 
me—until now. i 
Sleet began to pelt down as Trisha hurried a 
along the winding drive. By the time she q 
reached the house, her face was stiff from — 
the cold. A light crust of ice covered her ~ 
hair. i 
She hurried around the sprawling house _ 
to the long terrace at the back. She let her- — 
self into the foyer next to the great room and ~ 
shrugged out of her jacket, sighing gratefully — 
as warm air swept around her. i. 
After kicking off her sneakers, she padded ~ 
into the library. Tall French windows over- — 
looked the terrace and gardens. A warm fire © 
crackled in the stone fireplace. 1 
Trisha stood in front of the fire for a — 
moment. The ice melted from her hair and — 
dripped down her neck. 
What am I going to do? she wondered. ~ 
Gary scared me so much | promised not to 
see Ty anymore. } 
How am I going to get out of this mess? 
Trisha turned to leave and spotted an 
envelope on the table beside the door. 
Stained and yellowed with age, it had been 
propped against a vase of red and white 
roses. 
She quickly crossed the room and opened 
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it, pulling out two pieces of red paper that 
had been ripped in half. The pieces fit 
together to make a heart. Both parts had 
writing on them. 

Trisha laid them on the table and read the 
message. 


STAY AWAY FROM TY. HE’S ALL MINE NOW. 


The letters cut deep into the paper, as if 
the writer had jabbed the pen in fury. 

I definitely have to tell Ty about this, 
Trisha thought to herself. 

As she stared at the valentine, the room 
suddenly tilted. A wave of dizziness washed 
over her, and she gripped the edge of the 
table. 

This is how they start, she thought, 
swallowing nervously. My visions. And I 
can’t stop them, no matter how much I! want 
to. All I can do is wait. And watch. 

Her heart speeded up. Her ears began to 
roar, blocking out the crackling sound of the 
fire. 

The dizziness disappeared, but she didn’t 
move. She couldn’t move. 

Slowly her vision grew fuzzy around the 
edges. Her gaze narrowed as if she were 
looking through a telescope. She couldn’t 
see her hands anymore, or the edge of the 
table. All she saw was the ripped heart with 
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its angry warning. 

Then the heart disappeared and she saw 
the figure of a person. A guy. 

He lay facedown with his arms stretched 
above his head and one knee drawn up 
toward his chest. 

His hair was soaked with blood. It pooled 
beneath his head and trickled across the 
side of his face. 

Trisha gazed at him in horror, her heart 
thudding against her chest. She knew he was 
dead. 3 

Is it Gary? Or Ty? 

If only I could see better, she thought 
frantically. 

A boy | know is going to die. But I can’t see 
his face. I can’t even tell what color hair he 
has. I have to warn him, but I don’t know 
who he is! | 

All I know is that he’s going to die! 


Chapter Eight 


risha stood in the cafeteria doorway the 
next day and gazed around. 

The place was noisy, as usual, and all 
the tables were jammed. 

Trisha’s head ached and she felt edgy. The 
vision of the dead boy had kept her awake 
the night before and now made it impossible 
to pay attention in classes. 

If only she knew who it was. She could 
warn him, at least. Maybe she could stop 
one of her visions from coming true for 
once. 

She bought a container of yogurt and 
glanced around again. Mickey Myers was 
getting up, giving Dana Palmer a kiss. A 
popular cheerleader, Dana had blue eyes 
and shoulder-length blond hair. She sat at a 
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crowded table with a bunch of kids, 
including her twin sister, Deirdre, and Josh 
Maxwell. Justin Thompson sat at the far end 
of the table, studying. 

Mickey sauntered across the cafeteria 
toward the door. Trisha hurried over and 
took his chair before someone else could 
beat her to it. 

“Hi.” Dana eyed Trisha’s strawberry yogurt. 
“Don’t tell me you’re on a diet.” 

Trisha shook her head. “Not very hungry.” 
She peeled back the foil top. The streaks of 
red through the creamy yogurt reminded her 
of blood. Her stomach churned. 

“Are you sick or something?” Dana asked. 

Trisha pushed the yogurt away. “Not 
really. I’m just upset.” 

“What about?” 

Trisha hesitated. She was closer to Deirdre 
than to Dana. Normally, she wouldn’t talk 
about anything important to Dana. But 
everybody knew about her visions, so what 
difference did it make? “I had another vision 
yesterday,” she replied. 

Dana stared at her with a wary expres 
“What was it?” 

“A boy.” Trisha described the vision. 

Dana shuddered. “Who?” 

“I don’t know, that’s the worst part,” Trisha 
said. “It makes me feel helpless. I’m positive 
it had to be either Gary or Ty, because—” 
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Trisha broke off. Oh, no. Ty was supposed 
to be a secret. 

Dana leaned close. “Don’t worry,” she 
murmured. “I know about Ty, and I won’t say 
a word.” 

“Who told you?” Trisha demanded. 

“Mickey, who else?” Dana replied. “It kind of 
slipped out. But like I said, I won’t tell.” She 
ate a cheese cracker. “Why are you fooling 
around with Ty, anyway?” 

“Well...” Trisha paused. “I still like Gary, 
but I am really getting tired of how posses- 
sive he is. Ty is... fun, and he doesn’t think 
he owns me.” 

Dana rolled her eyes. “He doesn’t want to 
own you, Trisha. | mean, you have to know 
what he’s like, right?” 

“I know all about it,” Trisha agreed. “But 
he’s still fun. Things might even work out if 
he’d just be straight with me.” 

“Fat chance.” Dana bit into another 
cracker. “Anyway, be careful. Gary’s pretty 
hot, but he’s not like the other guys we 
know. He’s dangerous.” 

I wish I could argue, Trisha thought. But | 
can’t, not after the way Gary drove yester- 
day. Before that, I never thought he was 
really dangerous. 

Now I’m not so sure. 


Trisha drove into the Old Village around 
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four o’clock that afternoon. She noticed how 
the streets changed compared to the rest of 
Shadyside. Wide cracks crisscrossed the 


pavement. Deep potholes made her white _ 


Camaro shudder, rattling her teeth. 

The Old Village was the poor section of 
town. 

Gary Fresno lived here with his divorced 
mother. 

Trisha didn’t want to see him. Didn’t want 
to talk to him. But she had to. She had to 
warn him about her vision. 

I won't stay long, she promised herself. I’ll 
just tell him really fast and leave. 

Trisha drove slowly down Gary’s street, 
glancing from side to side. Some of the 
houses were big and had been divided into 
apartments. Most of them were small. 
Almost all of them were run-down. 

_Gary’s house was a small tan bungalow 
with an old one-car garage at the back. Trisha 
pulled into the driveway and parked. As she 
got out, she heard the thump of drums and 
the high whine of an electric guitar. 

Gary must be in the garage, she thought. 
He likes to play his boom box when he’s 
working there. 

She walked down the cracked cement oath 
and stopped at the garage’s open door. She 
could see Gary’s legs and back as he bent 
over the hood of the Civic. 
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Trisha felt a twinge of satisfaction. He 
probably wrecked the engine driving me 
home yesterday. Good. 

The music paused. “Gary?” Trisha called 
out. 7 

He straightened up and stared at her. His 
expression changed quickly from surprise to 
smugness. 

Trisha couldn’t believe it. He actually 
thinks I’m here because I want to be with 
him. 

The music started up again. Gary reached 
over to the rickety workbench and punched 
the Off button with his wrench. “Hey, Trisha. 
You came at the perfect time,” he told her. 
“I’m ready for a break. I’ll get us a Coke and 
we can—” 

“I can’t stay,” Trisha broke in. “I came 
because I had to. I mean, there’s something I 
have to tell you, that’s all.” 

“Sure. Okay.” Gary tapped the wrench 
against his palm, frowning. “Go ahead.” 

Trisha quickly described her vision. “I 
don’t know who it was,” she finished. “I 
couldn't see his face or the color of his hair, 
even.” Fey 

Gary kept tapping the wrench. “Yeah? So?” 

Trisha hesitated. It might not be true, but 
she had to warn him, just in case. “I’m afraid 
the dead guy was you.” 

Gary’s expression turned to a sneer. 
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“That’s what you'd like, isn’t it?” 

“What? No!” Trisha protested. 

“Sure it is,” he insisted. “I bet that’s why 
you had the vision—you were thinking how 
nice it would be if I were out of the picture 
for good.” 

“That’s crazy,” she argued. “You know my 
visions aren’t a joke. It’s not like I make them 
up. I wish I could forget the whole thing, but 
I can’t. And I wanted to warn you.” 

“Come on, Trisha, admit it—you want me 
dead so you can keep going out with that 
wimp Sullivan.” 

“That’s not true!” Trisha cried. 

“You're lying.” Gary swiftly crossed the oil- 
spattered floor and grabbed hold of Trisha’s 
wrist. “I saw the way you looked at me 
yesterday. Like I was some kind of bug you 
wanted to squash under your foot. Like I’m 
not good enough for you anymore!” 

Trisha gasped as his fingers tightened. 
“Gary, stop it! You’re hurting me. What’s 
wrong with you?” 

“Nothing!” Gary flung her arm away. “Go 
on, Trisha. Get out of here.” He started back 
to his car. Then he wheeled around, his eyes 
flaring with anger. “But here’s my warning,” 
he declared. “I’m going to make sure that it’s 
Ty you saw in your vision.” 


“Relax, Trisha,” Ty said as he took the exit 
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into Waynesbridge later that afternoon. “I 
kept checking the mirror all the way up here. 
No sign of Gary. We’re safe.” 

Are we? Trisha wondered. She had 
decided not to see Ty for at least a couple of 
days—to let things cool off. 

But when Ty called and asked her out, she 
was so angry at Gary that she said yes. She 
had to tell Ty about the creepy valentine, 
anyway. She reached into her pocket for the 
envelope. | 

Just touching it made her remember the 
vision. She had to tell Ty about that, too. And 
what Gary said—that he’d make sure it was 
Ty she had seen in the vision. 

Trisha shivered. Did Gary really mean it? 
He was so furious before. What if he follows 
us to Waynesbridge? Or someone sees us 
and it gets back to him? 

Would Gary really kill Ty? 

“You said he was working on his car, 
right?” Ty asked. 

Trisha nodded. “But he might have fixed it 
by now. Or borrowed one of his friend’s.” 

“I guess.” Ty drove down the main street of 
Waynesbridge toward the multiplex. “Look, | 
really don’t think he followed us or anything. 
But we can’t hide from him forever.” 

“I know.” Trisha didn’t want to think about it 
anymore. She decided to change the subject. 
“Anyway, there’s another problem I have to 
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talk to you about. Somebody sent me a ~ 
valentine.” i 

“A valentine is a problem?” Ty joked as he — 
turned into the multiplex parking lot. 

“Well... this one is kind of weird.” Trisha 
took the envelope from her pocket and 
slipped out the two heart-shaped pieces. 
“It’s a warning, see? A ripped-up heart. And 
the message says for me to keep away from 
you.” 

“What?” Ty’s voice rose. And his hands 
tightened on the steering wheel. “Who sent 
it?” . 
“I have no idea, it’s kind of spooky,” Trisha I 
told him. “Look.” 

Ty pulled into a parking space and cut the © 
engine. He took the two pieces and fitted — 
them together. “‘Stay away from Ty,’” he — 
read. “‘He’s all mine now.” | 

Ty’s face turned pale. His eyes widened. 

“Hey, are you okay?” Trisha asked. 

“I—I don’t believe this,” Ty stammered. 
“This is Amy’s handwriting!” 


| Chapter Nine 
ee ee 


risha held Ty’s hand as they walked 

through the lobby after the movie. 

When they pushed through the glass 

- door to the sidewalk, she tugged him to 
a stop. 

“What?” he asked. — 

“Just checking.” Trisha glanced back and 
forth, trying to see if Gary was hanging 
around anywhere. But there were too many 
people. Plus it was after seven, and the 

_ yellow-orange lights in the parking lot cast 
all kinds of shadows. 

“Stop being so paranoid,” Ty told her. “You 
hardly paid any attention to the movie.” 

Look who’s talking, Trisha thought as they 
made their way to his car. 

Ty had been acting weird ever since she 
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showed him that valentine. He didn’t even 
kiss her during the movie, not once. ‘a 
He didn’t want to admit it, but that valen- H, 
tine spooked him. } 
Does he really believe a dead girl sent it tol i 
me? Trisha wondered. q 
Trisha shivered and checked for Gary ~ 
again. She was much more worried about — 
the living than the dead. Sy 
Ty suddenly pulled up short. “Hey!” 4 
“What?” Trisha’s heart started pou | 
She expected to see Gary. 
Ty pointed toward his Celica. econ s 
wrong with my car. It looks weird, like. . .” ” He } 
let go of her hand and started running. f 
Trisha ran after him. When she reached _ | 
Ty’s car, she gasped. 
All four tires were flat. 
“No way,” Trisha said. “They couldn’t have 
all gone flat at once.” ! 
Ty knelt down and ran his hand over the © 
right front tire. His finger caught on a piece — 
of rubber and he froze. “It’s been slashed!” 
Trisha peered at it. Ty stuck his fingernail — 
into the rubber and pried, showing her a — 
long, even gash. : 
Whoa, Trisha thought. This is serious. — 
Who would do something like this? h 
_ Ty jumped up and checked the other front — 
tire. “This one is slashed, too!” he shouted — 
phere 
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Trisha started to speak. But the words 
stopped in her throat. Her ears roared, 
cutting off the sound of Ty’s angry voice. 

The parking lot spun. She swayed with 
dizziness and grabbed the fender to keep 
from falling. 

Not another vision! she thought. Not so 
soon! 

Her heart hammered against her chest. 
Sweat broke out on her forehead as the 
familiar fuzzy darkness closed in. Everything 
disappeared around her, and she found 
herself staring down a narrow tunnel. 

At the end of the tunnel lay a body. It didn’t 
move. 

Trisha gasped and shook her head. But. 
she couldn’t shake the vision away. She 
never could. She had to keep looking. 

She could see so clearly. The body. The 
blood, soaking its clothes and hair. 

Who is it? Who? 

Before Trisha could see anything more, 
the vision ended. The sounds and sights of 
the parking lot returned. She felt the cool 
metal fender under her hand, and heard a 
horn honk in the distance. 

She squeezed her eyes shut, then opened 
them. 

Ty was still kneeling at the front of the car. 
Trisha took a deep breath to steady herself 
and. hurried to the side of the car. She 
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_reached for the door handle. | 
Her hand froze and she screamed. i 
A thick smear of glistening, dark-red blood 
completely covered the window. 4 


Chapter Ten 


risha screamed again. 

“Trisha, what is it?” Ty exclaimed, 
jumping up from the front of the car. 
“What’s wrong?” 

Trisha backed away from the door, 
pointing at it. She couldn’t speak. 

Ty charged around the car and stared at 
the bloody window. “Oh, man,” he murmured 
_ ina shaking voice. “Is that what I think it is?” 

Trisha nodded and covered her mouth. 
“It’s blood,” she whispered through her 
fingers. 

“I don’t believe this!” Ty grabbed the 
handle and yanked the door open. 

“No, Ty, don’t!” Trisha cried. “There’s a 
dead body in there!” 


But Ty was already peering into the backseat. 
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Trisha squeezed her eyes shut, terrified. 
Who will it be? she wondered. Who did I see 
in my vision? 

Ty groaned and backed out of the door. 

“Who is it?” Trisha whispered. 

“Nobody.” Ty put his arm around her 
shoulders. “I mean, it’s not a person.” 

“What are you talking about? I saw it!” 
Trisha’s eyes flew open, and she stepper to 
the door. “Oh, no!” 

A rabbit lay on the backseat, its brown 
and white fur soaked and matted with blood. 


The handle of a knife stuck out of its chest, 


and the blade pinned it to the blood- 
drenched upholstery. 

Trisha’s stomach churned. She clasped 
her hands over her mouth again. “I thought 
it was a person,” she choked out. “I had a 
vision... .” | 

“Yeah, well, this must be Gary’s idea of a 
warning,” Ty muttered. He gritted his teeth 
and slammed a fist against the side of the 
Car. 

“You think Gary did this?” Trisha asked. 

“Who else?” 

“He... he couldn’t have,” Trisha stammered. 

“Why not?” Ty snapped. “You know what 
his temper’s like.” 

“Yes, but .. .” Trisha paused. I do know 
about Gary’s temper, she thought. But he 
would beat Ty up or something. He wouldn't 
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kill a rabbit and leave it in his car. 

Ty opened the trunk and pulled out some 
rags and a plastic bag. He came back around 
and leaned into the car to scoop up the dead 
rabbit. 

Trisha turned away. “When I saw Gary 
today, I told him about another vision,” she 
said. “I should have told you about it before. 
I saw a boy lying in a parking lot. He was 
dead. I couldn’t see who it was, but I was 
afraid it might be you.” 

“Yeah, well, I’m still alive,” Ty snarled. 
“Alive and really steamed.” | 

“I was afraid it might be Gary, too,” Trisha 
told him. “That’s why I went to see him. | 
wanted to warn him.” 

The plastic bag rustled. “What did he 
say?” Ty asked. 

“He accused me of wanting it to be him,” 
Trisha told him. “And he said he’d make sure 
it was you.” 

“See—I was right.” Ty backed out of the 
_car and held up the plastic bag. “This is a 
warning.” | 

“No, Ty, really, I don’t think Gary did it,” 
Trisha protested. 

“Why are you sticking up for him?” Ty 
demanded. 

“I’m not!” Trisha cried. “This just isn’t his 
style, that’s all.” 

“So maybe he’s changed,” Ty snapped. 
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“You just told me he wants to make me the i 
guy in your vision. The dead guy in the ~ 
parking lot.” | | 

Trisha couldn’t argue. Gary did say that. She 
shivered and rubbed her arms. I shouldn’t ~ 
have gotten involved with Ty, she told herself. — 
But I never thought something like this would ~ 
happen. | 

Someone might really get hurt, and it will — 
be my fault! a 

“If Gary thinks he can scare me off, he’s — 
totally wrong. I'll get him for this!” Ty gave — 
the top of the bag a vicious twist. “I'd like to © 
see him dead!” ie 
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Chapter Kleven 
a a EE 


he gas station on the outskirts of 
Waynesbridge had a small office with a 
window looking out into the service 
bays. 

Ty paced the office impatiently, waiting for 
his car to be ready. They were able to patch 
two tires; the other two had to be replaced. 

A hundred and fifty bucks, Ty thought 
angrily. A hundred and fifty bucks I can’t 
afford. rn : 

He checked the big clock on the office 
wall. Ten after eight. Trisha should be home 
soon. He’d called a cab to take her back to 
Shadyside, then called for a tow truck. 

Trisha was really shaken up. No wonder. 
Having a psycho for a boyfriend was enough 
to freak anybody out. 
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Ex-boyfriend, Ty reminded himself. After 
tonight, Trisha will dump Gary for good. She 
has to. He’s a total nutcase. 

An attendant entered the office. “All set,” 
he announced, wiping his hands on a cloth. 
He sat at the metal desk and began to write 
out the bill. “By the way, I couldn’t help 
noticing—the backseat is ...uh... kind of 
messy.” 

No kidding, Ty thought. He’d cleaned it up 
some before the tow truck arrived, but a lot 
of bloodstains remained. “Yeah,” he replied. 
“Somebody played a joke on me.” 

“Pretty twisted sense of humor,” the atten- 
dant commented. He handed Ty the bill. 

Ty paid with his dad’s credit card, thanked 
the guy, and hurried into his car. 

Three minutes later he was on the high- 
way, heading toward Shadyside. He opened 
the driver’s window. A cold, wet wind blew 
in, but it couldn’t completely get rid of the 
sour smell of blood. 

Ty kept flashing on the image of that 
butchered rabbit. Of the knife sticking out of 
its chest. The blood smeared on the window, 
and the slashed tires. | | 

His anger built. 

When the signs for Shadyside came into 
view, he took the first turnoff onto Village 
Road. To get home, he would have taken the 
third turnoff. 
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But he wasn’t headed home. Not yet. 

He had some important business to take 
care of first—with Gary Fresno. 

Ty followed the road into the Old Village 
and through the streets to Gary’s house. 

The house was dark. 

Ty checked his watch. Ten after nine. He 
remembered someone mentioning that 
Gary’s mom worked at night. 

She’s probably not home, he thought. And 
it’s way too early for Fresno to be asleep. He - 
must be out. 

Disappointed, Ty pulled into the driveway 
so he could turn around. 

The garage light was on. 

I’ve got him, Ty thought. He cut the engine 
and jumped out of the car. 

Gary came to the garage door. When he 
saw Ty, his mouth twisted into a frown. 

Ty’s anger surged. He raced up the path 
toward the garage. “You wrecked my car, you 
jerk!” he shouted. 

“Huh? What are you talking about?” Gary 
demanded. 

“Yeah, like you don’t know!” Ty charged at 
Gary, but Gary quickly sidestepped him. 

Ty’s momentum carried him into the garage. 
He stopped himself and wheeled around. “Four 
slashed tires?” he asked in a biting tone. “A 
rabbit knifed to the backseat and blood all 
over the place? Does that ring any bells?” 
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“Somebody did that to your car?” Gary 
smiled. “Good for them.” 

Ty clenched his fists. This guy was so 
arrogant he wanted to punch him. “You did 
it.” He ran at Gary again. 

_ Gary’s fist shot out and punched Ty in the 
face, hard. 

Ty clutched his nose and felt warm, wet 
blood seeping through his fingers. He stag- 
gered back and fell against the workbench. 

Metal clattered loudly. Liquid slopped 
from a pan and splashed onto Ty’s jeans. 
The smell of oil filled the air. 

“Those are my old spark plugs you just 
knocked into,” Gary informed him. “My car’s 
engine is shot—I had to take the whole thing 
apart. I’ve been working on it all night, and ] 
still haven’t figured out what the problem 
is.” 

Ty glanced over his shoulder. The Civic’s 
entire engine block sat on the workbench. 

“Satisfied, Sherlock?” Gary asked sarcasti- 
cally. “I don’t know who wrecked your car, 
but it wasn’t me. Now get out of my face.” 

He’s right, Ty thought. He couldn’t have 
been in Waynesbridge. But who was? Who 
trashed my car? 

Ty wiped his bloody hands on his jeans 
and turned to go. 

Gary stepped in front of him. His eyes glit- 
tered angrily. “Stay away from Trisha,” he 
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warned. “Because I won’t waste time with 
your car. I’ll come straight after you.” 


Ty drove home feeling confused. Gary 
couldn’t have messed with the car, he kept 
thinking. But who else would do it? 

Nobody else has it in for me. 

The whole thing doesn’t make any sense. 

I guess it could just be a coincidence. 
Maybe some kids decided to trash a car and 
they picked mine. That could be it, he 
thought. 

He parked and let himself into the house 
as quietly as possible. His nose stopped 
bleeding, but he knew it was crusted with 
dried blood. And he smelled of oil. He didn’t 
want to answer a bunch of questions from 
his parents. 

He heard voices in the living room, and 
canned laughter. His mother and father were 
watching television. 

Good, Ty thought. I can sneak upstairs and 
shower before anybody even knows I’m 
home. : 

As he started to walk past the hall table, 
an envelope caught his eye. A stained, faded 
envelope, with an old stamp and a water- 
smeared return address: 2713 VILLAGE ROAD. — 

Amy. 

Ty hurried up the stairs, ripping open the 
envelope as he climbed. He shut his bedroom 
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door behind him and pulled out Amy’s latest 
valentine. a 
No. Not a valentine card this time. i 
A photograph, old and cracked and tinted” ‘ 
brown. ql 
Ty stared at it eagerly. 7 
A girl gazed back at him. She was dress | 
in an old-fashioned cloak that hung to her — 
ankles. A deep-brimmed bonnet covered her — 
hair and tied under her chin ina big bow. 
Ty gasped, amazed. She did what he 
asked. A pretty girl, dead for a hundred a 
years, had sent him her picture. It was” q 
unrea!! | 


her be turned down at shi corners, and nel 
thought her eyes looked sad. 
He turned the photograph over. 
A chill of fear ran up his spine. 4 
Amy had written a message on the back. A _ 
short message, written in fury. The words ~ 
slashing violently into the paper. 
I WARNED YOU ABOUT MY JEALOUS. , 
TEMPER. q 


Chapter Twelve 
He eee ee SE, 


n image of his car flashed into Ty’s 
mind. Blood on the window. The rabbit 
stabbed on the backseat. 

He read Amy’s message again. / 
WARNED YOU ABOUT MY JEALOUS TEMPER. 

His hand shook. She did warn me, he 
thought. In her last card she told me about 
her temper. Asked if I was being true to her. 

And I’m not. 

So my car gets wrecked and then I get this 
message. 

Ty didn’t want to believe it. But deep 
down, he realized it was really happening. 

A dead girl was out to get him. 

He stared at the old photo. It’s time to 
break this off, he thought. It’s getting way 
too weird for me. 
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Ty stuck the photo in his backpack with 
the other cards, then fished out a piece of 
notebook paper. Standing at his desk, he 
wrote Amy a note. 


DEAR AMY, 

I GOT YOUR PICTURE AND YOUR 
MESSAGE. I’M NOT SURE WHAT'S GOING ON, 
BUT I THINK WE SHOULD STOP WRITING TO 
EACH OTHER. IT WAS FUN AT FIRST. NOW 
IT’S NOT. THIS WILL BE MY LAST NOTE. 
DON’T WRITE TO ME ANYMORE, BECAUSE I 
WON’T ANSWER. 


| 
j 
. 
. 
| 


Without bothering to shower or change, 
Ty sneaked out of the house again and drove 
to the cemetery. He didn’t even want to wait 
until morning. 

He wanted to finish it, now. 

He wanted it to be over. 


ee OS Se eee 


Ty felt tense as he entered Shadyside High ~ 
the next morning. He kept telling himself to — 
relax. After all, he’d broken things off with 
Amy, left his note at the cemetery. 
Everything should be okay now. 

But he kept remembering his car. And 
Amy’s last message about her jealous temper. 

The whole thing gave him a major case of 
the creeps. 

“Hey, Sullivan!” somebody called out. 
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Ty turned and spotted Mickey and Kenny 
hustling down the hall. He waved and 
swerved toward the lockers to wait for 
them. 

Justin Thompson slammed to a stop just 
in time to keep from crashing into Ty. They 
did a little shuffle, trying to get out of seat 
other’s way. 

Ty rolled his eyes and finally ornpen 
Justin’s shoulder. “Don’t move,” he ordered. 
He stepped around the guy, then gave him a 
push down the hall. 

Justin disappeared into the crowd as 
Kenny and Mickey arrived. “Only six days, 
Sullivan,” Mickey declared. “That’s all you’ve 
got.” 

“Huh?” Ty’s mind went blank. Six days 
until what? Had he forgotten about a major 
test or something? 

“The Valentine’s dance,” Kenny reminded 
him. “Mickey and I made a bet about who 
you're going to ask. I say Phoebe.” 

“No way. It’ll be Marla,” Mickey argued. 
“Come on, Ty, say it’s Marla. I’ve got ten 
bucks riding on it.” 

“Forget the dance,” Ty replied. “I’ve got 
other things on my mind—somebody 
trashed my car last night. Slashed the tires 
and left a bloody rabbit in the backseat.” 

“Are you kidding? Who?” Kenny demanded. 

Ty shook his head. “I don’t know. Trisha 
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and I were at the movies in Waynesbridge j 


_ when it happened.” 

“And you say you don’t know who did it?” 
Mickey asked skeptically. “It was Gary 
Fresno, who else? I told you not to mess with 
Trisha.” 

“Yeah, but Gary didn’t do it,” Ty told him. 
“I figured he did, at first. So I went by his 
house, but his car isn’t even running. He had 
the engine apart and everything. He couldn’t 
have done it.” 

“Then who do you think did?” Kenny 
asked. | 3 

Ty shrugged again. What am I supposed to 
say? he wondered. That a dead girl’s ghost is 
stalking me? A very jealous dead ye 

They’d think I’m nuts. 

“Like I said,” he repeated, “I don’t have a 
clue.” 

Mickey started to argue, but the warning 
bell rang. Ty said good-bye and began 
climbing the stairs. He had history first 
period. 

His footsteps slowed. Gary’s in my class, 
he remembered. Unless he and his buddies 
decided to spend the day on the streets 
stealing wallets and grabbing purses instead 
of coming to school. | 

Let’s hope they did, Ty thought. Maybe 
Gary didn’t wreck my car, but he’s still out to 
get me because of Trisha. 
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Ty reached the second floor, still feeling 
tense. The hallway had almost cleared out. 
He started toward his locker. 

Something was leaking from the bottom of 
it. 

Streams of dark liquid oozed down the 
metal base and dripped slowly onto the tan 
floor. 

Ty paused. He’d left a can of Coke in there. 
It could have burst, he told himself. 

No. This stuff is moving too slowly. It’s 
thicker than Coke. It’s like oil, or... 

Ty swallowed nervously. He had a bad 
feeling about this. 

He approached the locker and quickly 
spun the combination. He swung the door 
open. 

His heart began to pound. 

Someone had taped a huge paper heart to 
the inside of the door. 

The paper used to be white. Now it was 

streaked with bright red blood. 
Blood had been smeared all over the 
inside of the door. 

The thick liquid oozed slowly toward the 
bottom. 

A drop of it hung heavily on the metal lip | 
for a second, then splattered onto the floor 
at Ty’s feet. 

Ty’s stomach lurched. He reached out to 
~ rip off the paper heart. 
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His hand froze. 

Someone had written a message on 
heart. | 

A sutedtening > promise, tawepenned 
blood. 


YOU'RE DEAD. LOVE, AMY 


Chapter Thirteen 


y hurried through the student parking 
lot after school, scanning the rows of 
cars and checking over his shoulder 
every few steps. 

He couldn’t get that bloody threat out of 
his mind. YOU’RE DEAD. YOU’RE DEAD. 
YOURE ©: 

Gravel crunched behind him. His heart 
_ revved up and he spun around. 

He saw Phoebe standing there with her 
arms folded. “What’s the problem?” she 
asked with a laugh. “Did you think I was 
going to mug you or something?” 

Ty took a deep breath. “No problem.” 
Except for Amy’s ghost, he thought. “Hey, 
you can mug me any time you want,” he told 
_ her, trying to relax a little. “How about now?” 
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“I can’t. I have cheerleading practice ina 
few minutes. I came out because I left my 
practice clothes in the car.” Phoebe tucked a 
strand of hair behind her ear and smiled at 
him. “I guess we'll have to wait until 
tonight.” 

Ty’s mind went blank. Tonight? 

“Seven, right?” Phoebe asked. 

WR 

Phoebe tilted her head and frowned. “Is 
something wrong?” 

“What? No.” Ty finally remembered. She 
was coming over to his house tonight. “No, 
for a second I just couldn’t remember if | 
told you seven or eight, that’s all.” 

“Hey, why don’t we go out instead?” 
Phoebe suggested. “We could get some pizza 
or something. We haven't done that in a long 
time.” 

“Not tonight,” Ty quickly replied. He didn’t 
want to risk running into Marla or Trisha. “I 
mean, we'll have the house to ourselves 
again. Real privare, you know?” 

“Okay. See you later.” Phoebe gave him a 
little wave and headed toward her car. 

Ty took a deep breath, then glanced 
around the parking lot again. What are you 
looking for? he asked himself. Do you really 
expect to see Amy coming at you with a knife 
or something? 

He got into his car and began driving 
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home. I won’t see her, he thought. I probably 
won't even know what’s happening until it’s 
too late. 

Ty pulled into the driveway and hurried 
into his house. 

Another envelope waited for him on the 
hall table. 

His heart began to pound. He told her not 
to write, but she did anyway. His hands 
shook as he ripped open the envelope and 
pulled out the card. 


DEAREST TY, 

I CANNOT FORGIVE YOUR CRUELTY. I 
CANNOT LET YOU LIVE. YOUR GIRLFRIENDS 
MUST DIE, TOO. 

LOVE, AMY 


Ty crumpled the card in his fist. She’s not 
giving up. She’s not going away. Now she’s 
threatening my girlfriends. 

What can I do? How can | get out of this? 
There has to be some way! 

Ty smoothed out the card and stared at 
the angry message. | CANNOT FORGIVE 
YOUR CRUELTY... . . 

Cruelty. Maybe she means the way I broke 
it off, he suddenly thought. I guess it sounded 
kind of cold. I told her not to write anymore 
because I wouldn’t answer. Period. 

You've had plenty of practice breaking up 
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with girls, he reminded himself. You could j 
have been a little smoother. i, 

Up in his room Ty went to his desk and — 
scribbled another note to Amy. iq 


DEAR AM z, , 
I’M REALLY, REALLY SORRY. I DIDN’T : 
MEAN TO HURT YOUR FEELINGS. I DON’T — 
HATE YOU OR ANYTHING. BUT IT WILL BE — 


BETTER IF YOU STAY IN YOUR TIME AND I — 


STAY IN MINE. PLEASE FORGIVE ME. AND ~ 
PLEASE LEAVE US ALONE. | 
GOOD LUCK, 
TY 


Not bad, Ty thought as he read it over. A — 

short, sweet lie. But Amy won’t know that. 

So it might get her off my case. 
And out of my life. 


“Where is everybody, anyway?” Phoebe — 
asked that night. ; 

“Some carnival at Kelly’s school,” Ty told — 
her. He scooted closer to her on the living 
room couch. “They’ll be gone for at least an — 
hour.” 

Phoebe snuggled against him. ! 

Ty started to kiss her, then caught a — 
glimpse of the telephone on the end table. 

Was it really Amy who called the other — 
night when he was with Phoebe? Would she — 
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try to contact him again? 

Phoebe stared at him. “What’s the matter?” 

“Huh? Nothing.” 

She glanced at the telephone. “Are you 
expecting a call or something?” 

“No.” Ty shook his head. “The answering 
machine is fixed, anyway,” he told her. “If 
somebody calls, they'll have to leave a 
message.” 

“Good.” Phoebe grinned. “Last time it rang 
every fifteen seconds, remember?” 

Ty nodded. He wished he could forget it. 
Just thinking about Amy made him freeze 
up. 

“Listen, I hope I’m not being pushy, but 
what about the Valentine’s dance?” Phoebe 
asked. “I know you said the whole thing was 
corny, but I still think it will be fun. So, let’s 
go, okay?” 

Someone pounded on the front door. | 

Phoebe jumped, startled. 

Ty leaped to his feet. Whoever it is, at 
least they kept me from having to talk about 
the dance, he thought. 

He started out of the living room. Then he 
stopped, suddenly nervous about who might 
be standing on the other side of the door. 

The pounding continued. 

“Aren't you going to get it?” Phoebe asked. 

“Yeah. Sure.” Ty went into the hall and 
cautious!y peered through the small glass 
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window at the top of the door. 

Marla Newman stood on the front porch. 

What is she doing here? Ty wondered. He 
yanked the door open. 

“Ty!” Marla cried. She pulled open the storm 
door and staggered inside. “Somebody tried 
to kill me!” 

Ty stared at her, shocked. Her jacket was 
ripped and her jeans had been torn. Blood 
seeped from scratches on her knees and 
hands. A raw, painful-looking scrape ran 
down her right temple, bleeding into her 
tangled red hair. 

Phoebe came into the hall and gasped. 
“Marla! What happened?” 

Marla started to cry. “Someone attacked — 
me,” she sobbed. “I parked my car two ~ 
~ houses down, and when | got out, someone ~ 
attacked me!” 

“T'll call the police,” Ty said. i, 

“It’s too late,” Marla told him. “Whoever — 
did it is gone.” | 

“Come in the living room and sit down,” — 
Phoebe urged. She put her arm around — 
Marla’s shoulders and led her to the couch. 

“What are you doing here, anyway?” 
“TI...” Marla hesitated and glanced at Ty. — 
Ty felt his face flush. Uh-oh. He’d made © 


plans with Marla tonight. She was coming to 


pick up her biology notes. And to make out, — 
of course. But when he saw Phoebe in the ~ 
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parking lot, he totally forgot about it. 

Phoebe gazed at him curiously. 

“Marla came over to pick up some notes 
from biology class,” he explained. “She 
loaned them to me a few days ago.” 

“Oh, that’s right,” Phoebe said. “I remember.” 

That was close, Ty thought. And at least 
Marla is too upset to wonder what Phoebe’s 
doing here. 

Phoebe turned back to Marla. “What 
happened?” she asked. “Did they want your 
money or something?” 

“I don’t think so.” Marla took a shuddering 
breath. “I got out of the car. It was really 
dark, and I couldn’t see much. I heard a 
noise. Footsteps. I started to turn around, 
but then something slammed into me from 
behind, and I just crashed down. I couldn't 
scream—my breath was knocked out. | tried 
to get up, but I got knocked down again. 
Over and over and over!” 

Marla began sobbing again. Phoebe dug 
into her jeans pocket and pulled out some 
tissues. She handed them to Marla. 

Marla wiped her eyes and took more deep 
breaths. “I thought I was going to die,” she 
went on. “And she just kept shoving me and 
hitting me and yanking my hair.” 

Phoebe frowned. “You mean a girl did 
this?” 

Ty felt a jolt of fear. 
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“Yes!” Marla cried. “And the whole time it 
was happening, she was laughing at me.” | 
She wrapped her arms around herself and 
shivered. “Such cold, cruel laughter . _ 


ehh 


Chapter Fourteen 
ee eens een CN 


y arrived at school the next morning 
still edgy about the attack on Marla. 
A girl’s voice, Marla had_ said. 

Laughing cruelly. 

It could have been a gang, he thought, 
trying to convince himself. Girls can belong 
to gangs, right? So one of them laughs while 
somebody else keeps slamming Marla to the 
ground. Maybe that’s what happened. 

Except why didn’t they want money? Or 
try to steal her car? Why did they just keep 
hitting her over and over? 

And why did the girl keep laughing? | 
-~ You know why, he told himself as he 
parked and got out of the car. It wasn’t a 
gang. You want to believe it, but you know 
it’s not true. 
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You know it was Amy. 
“Ty!” a voice called. 4 
Ty slammed his car door and turned — 
around to see Marla waving to him from the — 
next row. } 
He slung his backpack on his shoulder and — 
hurried over to her. She seemed really tense, ~ 
and her eyes had a frightened expression in — 
them. | 
“How are you?” he asked. “You still lool q 
pretty stressed. | mean, no wonder, after last i 
night.” ! 
“It isn’t only last night anymore,” Marla — 
replied. Her normally self-confident voice 
quavered. She pulled a piece of paper from — 
her backpack and handed it to him. “Read — 
that,” she said. j 
Ty took the paper and read the message. 


I MAY BE DEAD—BUT YOU ARE NEXT TO. 
DIE. STAY AWAY FROM HIM. 


Ty’s pulse began to race. It was Amy's | 
handwriting. 
“I found it in my car when | went out this 
morning,” Marla told him. “Do you know who ' 
it’s from? Are you seeing somebody else?” 
Ty swallowed. “Are you sure it’s about 
me?” he asked lamely. “I mean, maybe some ~ 
other guy—” { 
“Get real!” Marla exclaimed. “Ty, I got — 
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attacked last night when I was coming to see 
you. | heard a girl laughing. And now I get 
this threatening note warning me to stay 
away from him. It could only mean you 
because I’m not seeing anybody else.” 

“I know, but .. .” Ty hesitated. I can’t tell 
her about Amy, he thought. She’d never 
believe it. She’ll think I’m lying. Or that I’m 
crazy. “Maybe it’s just a joke or something,” 
he suggested. 

“I could believe that if it was only this note,” 
Marla told him. “But I got beat up last night.” 

“I know.” Ty clenched his fists nervously. 
He had to do something about Amy. But 
what? Should he write to her again? How 
could he fight a ghost? 

Marla’s eyes narrowed. “You said you were 
breaking up with Phoebe, but she was at 
your house last night,” she reminded him. 
“What was she doing there, anyway?” 

“Wait a sec—Phoebe wouldn't write a note 

like this,” Ty argued. 

- “That’s not what I asked.” 

Ty ran a hand over his hair. “Look, she 
came over, Okay? I couldn’t kick her out. 
Anyway, Phoebe would never send a 
threatening note. I’m telling you. It’s proba- 
bly somebody’s idea of a joke,” he insisted. 

“I hope you're right,” Marla told him. 
“Because if you’re not, then I could wind up 


~ dead!” 
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_ Sitting next to Ty at lunch later that day, 
Mickey prodded Ty’s arm. “Snap out of it, 
Sullivan. Your girlfriend wants you. One of 
them, that is,” he added with a snicker. 

Ty stopped staring at his turkey sandwich 
and glanced to where Mickey was pointing. 

Phoebe stood in the cafeteria doorway, 
~ waving at him. 

Ty stood up. 

“Oh, no,” Mickey moaned. “Does this mean 
I’ve lost my bet with Kenny?” 

“Huh?” 

“Hello? You’re really zoned out today,” 
Mickey remarked. 

No kidding, Ty thought. After seeing Marla’s 
note, he couldn’t think of anything else. 

“I was talking about the Valentine’s 
dance,” Mickey reminded him. “The bet with 
Kenny, remember? I told you—my money’s 
riding on Marla.” 

“Oh. Yeah.” Ty forced a grin. “Don’t worry, 
you haven’t lost yet. I still haven’t made up 
my mind.” | 

Ty left his uneaten lunch and hurried over 
to Phoebe. She stood in the doorway, totally 
oblivious to the kids jostling her as they 
brushed past. 

“Hey, you’re about to get trampled.” Ty 
pulled her out of the way. “What are you 
doing here? I thought you had French now.” 
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“I do. Maybe I can get a late pass or some- 
thing, I don’t care. I just had to see you.” 
Phoebe took a deep breath. “Look what I | 
found in my locker!” 

Ty glanced down. Phoebe was holding 
out a piece of paper with three short lines 
written on it. 

In Amy’s handwriting. 

His heart fluttered, then began to pound 
as he read the message. 


HE’S MINE, NOT YOURS. I’LL MAKE SURE 
YOU CAN’T HAVE HIM. BECAUSE YOU'LL BE 
DEAD—LIKE ME. 


Ty sat in English class, waiting for the 
teacher to arrive. | 

His palms felt sweaty and his heart would 
not slow down. He couldn’t stop thinking 
about the notes. About Amy. 

He felt helpless. I have to stop her! he kept 
thinking. But how? 

-He’d told Phoebe the same thing he’d told 
Marla—that the note was a joke. 

But he could tell Phoebe didn’t buy it. | 
don’t blame her, he thought. I know it’s not 
true. 

Amy’s after us. All of us. And I don’t know 
what to do about it! 

A shadow fell across his desk. Ty glanced 


up. 


FEAR STREET Seniors — 


Trisha stood there, her brown eyes wide | 
with fear and confusion. Without speaking, — 


she held a piece of paper out to him. 


Ty’s mouth dried up. He didn’t have to — 


ask. He knew what it was. 


| WARNED YOU, BUT YOU DIDN'T LISTEN. — 
YOU DIDN’T STAY AWAY FROM HIM. YOU — 


WILL PAY—AND JOIN ME WITH THE DEAD. 


“This is the second one.” Trisha’s voice — 
shook. “The first one was that ripped-up — 
heart, telling me to stay away from you. Now ~ 
this. Only it’s not just me anymore, Ty. Marla — 


and Phoebe got notes, too!” 


“Wait a sec—how do you know that?” Ty 


asked. 


“They showed them to me,” Trisha 


explained. “We have history together, and I 


found mine in my locker right before class. I { 


was still reading it when | walked in. Marla saw 


it and ... oh, who cares, Ty? This is really . 
scary! And how come they got messages, — 


too? What’s the connection?” 
Ty shifted uneasily. He knew why. 


Because I’m going with all three of you, he | 
thought. But I can’t tell you that. Or Phoebe ~ 


or Marla. 


“Phoebe is totally weirded out,” Trisha | 
declared. “Even Marla’s spooked and she — 


hardly ever gets scared. What’s going on?” 
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“It’s ... it’s just a joke, Trisha.” Ty knew he 
didn’t sound convincing, but he couldn’t 
think of anything else to say. “A dumb joke. 
Trust me.” 

Trisha started to say something, but the 
teacher came into the room and immediately 
began talking. 

Ty felt relieved as Trisha sat down. At 
least he didn’t have to keep lying to her. 

She wouldn’t believe it, anyway, he 
thought. She’s scared. They all are. 

And so am I. 

The teacher kept talking, but Ty barely 
heard her. He couldn’t pay attention. 
Couldn’t think about anything—except Amy. 

This is my fault, he thought. I got us all 
into this because I couldn’t resist some girl 
who said she was crazy about me. It didn’t 
matter if she died a hundred years ago, I had 
to write back to her. 

Now she’s messing up our lives. 

I was never sure about Trisha’s psychic 
flashes before, but now I’m starting to 
wonder. 

Is Amy part of the senior curse? The vision 
Trisha had, where she saw the whole class 
dead? Will Amy make the curse come true 
again by killing the three girls I’m going 
with? ) 

And then killing me? 
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wo days later Ty sat at the kitchen table 
and punched in Trisha’s telephone ~ 
number. 

She answered after two rings. 

“Hey, Trisha.” 

“Yes?” Her voice sounded wary. Suspicious. 
“Who is this?” | 

Ty propped his feet on a chair and smiled — 
into the phone. “Guess.” 7 

Her voice hardened. “Look, I’m not in the ~ 
mood for games. Either tell me who it is, or — 
I’m hanging up!” | 

“Whoa! It’s me—Ty,” he told her. . 

“Ty? Oh!” A sigh of relief came over the © 
line. “I didn’t recognize your voice. Sorry if I — 
sounded mean.” j 

Ty laughed. “Who did you think it was ~ 
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anyway—a salesman?” 

“Actually, I was afraid it might be... you 
know, another threat or something.” 

Ty tensed up. “You mean you got another 
note?” | 

“No. But I’m still nervous,” Trisha told 
him. “I can’t stop thinking about them. The 
whole thing is making me paranoid.” 

I know the feeling, Ty thought. But he 
didn’t want to talk about it. “I have the 
perfect solution for you,” he declared. “The 
Valentine’s dance. It will take our minds off 
this whole thing. What time should I pick 
you up?” 

“Well...” Trisha hesitated. 

Ty leaned forward and grabbed his can of 
Coke. “It starts at eight,” he reminded her, 
taking a sip. “Do you want to get there 
around then or go get something to eat 
first?” 

No reply. 

“Trisha? Hello?” 

“lm here,” she replied. “Actually, Ty, | 
decided to go with Gary.” 

Ty froze. “Are you crazy?” 

Trisha sighed. “I knew you’d say some- 
thing like that. But really, Ty, it’ll be better. 
Gary’s going no matter what. If I show up 
with you, I’m afraid he’ll make a big scene.” 

I can’t believe this, Ty thought. I finally 
decide to ask Trisha, and she turns me 
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down. For Gary Fresno. 

“I’m sorry. It’s just for one dance,” Trisha 
added. “You understand, don’t you?” 

“Sure. Why not?” Ty replied, forcing a 
casual tone. “I don’t want him going postal 
on us.” 

“Thanks. I knew you wouldn’t mind,” 
Trisha told him. “Listen, I have to go now. 
Talk to you later.” 

Ty said goodbye and hung up. Then he 
immediately punched in Phoebe’s number. 
Trisha is probably right, he thought as he 
listened to the phone ring. Gary would 
definitely freak if she and I showed up 


together. 
“Hello?” 
“Phoebe, it’s Ty,” he said. “How’s it going?” 
“Oh .. . okay, I guess.” She sounded 


cautious, like Trisha. “No, actually, I’m not 
okay. I’m still really upset about that note.” 

“Well, listen, maybe the dance will take 
your mind off of it,” Ty told her. “What time 
should I pick you up?” 

Phoebe hesitated. “I can’t go, Ty,” she 
finally said. “I—I twisted my ankle during 
cheerleading practice.” 

Yeah, right, Ty thought. He knew an 
excuse when he heard one. 

She doesn’t want to go with you, he told 
himself. She’s scared. “Are you going to be 
okay?” he asked. 
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“Oh, sure. I'll just be limping for a few 
days, that’s all. But it’s too sore to dance,” 
Phoebe replied. “Anyway, I’m sorry. I really 
wanted to go with you.” 

“Yeah. Me, too.” Strike two, Ty thought. He 
said good-bye and called Marla. 

Marla’s excuse was a surprise birthday 
party for her grandmother that she couldn’t 
get out of. 

Right. Marla’s hardly the sweet grand- 

daughter type, Ty thought. Three days ago 
she would have walked right over the old 
lady to go to the dance with me. 

Strike three. 

Ty told Marla good-bye and stared at the 
phone. She and Phoebe lied, he thought. 
They made excuses. And Trisha probably 
decided Gary Fresno is actually safer to be 
with than [ am. 

After those threats they got, all three of 
them are scared to go anywhere with me. 

Ty didn’t blame them. He was scared, too. 
He’d been jumpy and tense for days, 
wondering if Amy was waiting for him. 
Waiting to kill him as she promised. 

With a sigh, Ty tilted his head back and 
gazed at the ceiling. It’s my fault I don’t have 
anyone to take to the dance, he thought. It’s 
my fault everyone is scared for their lives. 

If only you hadn’t answered Amy’s valen- 
tine in the first place, he told himself. But 
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you just couldn’t resist. You thought it 
would be cool to have another girl crazy 
about you—and she turned out to be dead. 

It’s always been so much fun, going with a 
bunch of girls at the same time. I can’t help 
it—I like them all. I never meant for anybody 
to get hurt. ; 

Now I’ve been threatened. So have the 
girls. And I don’t know what to do about it. 

I don’t know how to stop Amy. 


A throbbing bass beat poured out of the 
club as Ty pulled to a stop in the parking lot 
of Red Heat on Saturday night. 

The place had once been an abandoned 
warehouse on Old Mill Road. Now it was a 
huge dance club, with an incredibly high 
ceiling and a balcony running along all four 
walls. 

The music grew louder as Ty approached 
the double doors. He’d decided to come 
alone and pick someone up. 

Anything would be better than staying 
home and worrying about Amy. 

He pushed through the metal doors and 
entered the club. Music blasted loudly. Red 
neon lights hung on the black walls. A strobe 
light flashed across the dance floor, bathing 
the dancers’ faces in red and blue and green. 

The place was packed. 

Ty craned his neck and spotted Mickey 
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dancing with Dana. Mickey gave him a 
thumbs-up, then glanced over Ty’s shoulder 
as if he were looking for someone. 

He’s checking to see who I brought, Ty 
realized, feeling embarrassed. Wait until he 
hears that all three girls turned me down 
flat. 

“Later!” he shouted to Mickey. He gave 
him a quick wave and began edging his way 
around the dance floor. 

Jennifer Fear stood against one of the 
walls, talking to Deirdre Palmer, Dana’s twin 
sister. 

Jennifer gave him a cool glance. 

Ty felt his face flush. He went out with 
Jennifer for a while, and he really liked her at 
first. But then she got too serious about him, 
and he dropped her. He acted like a real jerk. 

No wonder she’s freezing me out now, he 
thought. He smiled at her anyway and kept 
moving through the crowd. 

A bunch of kids surged off the dance floor, 
sweeping Ty along with them for a few feet. 

When he finally emerged from the group, 
he found himself staring into the dark and 
glaring eyes of Gary Fresno. | 

Trisha’s boyfriend stood only three feet 
away, with two of his buddies behind him. 

Ty glanced around for Trisha, but he didn’t 
see her. She must be in the bathroom or 
getting a drink or something, he decided. 
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Don’t let the creep think you’re scared, Ty 
told himself. He won’t do anything here. 
He’d be crazy to start a fight in the middle of 
this crowd. Besides, Trisha came with him, 
not with me. | 

Gary kept staring. Hate seemed to flow 
from his eyes. He had his hands clenched 
into fists. 

“Hey, Ty!” someone shouted. 

Ty flinched, startled. Gary’s lips curled 
into a mocking smile. His buddies snickered. 

Ty shrugged and turned away. He saw 
Kenny pushing his way to his side. 

“So who’s the winner?” Kenny demanded. 
“Does Mickey owe me ten, or is it the other 
way around?” 

“Sorry, but you both lose,” Ty told him. 

“Huh? You mean you asked Trisha?” 

“Shhh!” Ty glanced over his shoulder. Had 
Gary heard? He didn’t think so. The guy was 
talking to his friends now. 

“No, I didn’t ask Trisha,” Ty told Kenny. “I 
mean, | did, but she... . had other plans.” 

“So? That leaves the other two. Which one 
is it?” Kenny demanded. 

Before Ty could reply, Stacy Malcolm 
came up and grabbed Kenny’s arm. “I’ve 
been looking all over for you,” she declared. 
“Hi, Ty. Kenny, you said you’d dance with 
me. Come on!” 

As Stacy dragged Kenny onto the dance 
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floor, Ty rolled his eyes in relief. Thanks, — 
Stacy, he thought. You saved me from having 
to admit | couldn’t get a girl to come to the 
dance with me. 

Ty checked behind him. Gary and his 
friends had their heads together, talking. 

Ty decided to disappear into the crowd 
before Fresno noticed him again. He 
threaded his way around the sidelines 
toward the bar. The place was hot. He’d buy 
a Coke, then try to find somebody to dance 
with. 

Great. The bar was packed six deep. He’d 
have to crawl over bodies to get to it. 

Forget the Coke. 

Ty turned away and froze in disbelief. 

A girl stood on the other side of the 
crowded dance floor. Instead of a short 
dress, she wore some kind of long cloak or 
cape. : 

An old-fashioned bonnet covered her hair 
and shadowed her face. 

Amy! 

I’m seeing things, Ty thought. He looked 
away. Looked back. 

The girl was still there. 

Ty’s heart began to thud. The pulse 
pounded in his ears. He wanted to run away, 
but he couldn’t. He had to get to her. Talk to 
her. Make her forget about him and get out 
of his life. 
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“Amy!” Ty shouted. He charged onto the 
dance floor, pushing people out of the way. 
“Amy! Amy!” | 

Kids stumbled aside, bumping into each 
other. Some yelled and tried to grab him, but 
Ty dodged them. He could still see the top of 
the bonnet. He kept his eyes on it and 
roughly shouldered his way through to the 
other side of the floor. 

He finally broke through the crowd and 
stumbled to a stop. He glanced around fran- 
tically, his heart pounding in ee 

Amy had vanished. 
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y spun around. Where did she go? She 
had to be close. He had seen the top of 
the bonnet when he was only a few feet 
away. 

Where was she? 

He cupped his hands and shouted over 
the music. “Amy! Amy!” 

“Try the bathroom!” somebody shouted 
back. “Girls hang out in there forever!” 

Ty ignored the laughter and turned back 
and forth. Then he glanced up to the balcony. 

There she was! Standing high above the 
dance floor, staring down at him. 

How did she get up there so fast? The 
stairs are at the other end of the dance floor! 

Ty took off for the stairs, pushing through 
the crowds surrounding the dance floor. He 
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caught a glimpse of Mickey and Dana. Their 
faces wore startled expressions as he ran by. 

He plowed through a group of kids at the 
bottom of the stairs and raced up. 

The metal steps rattled and clanged. He 
reached the balcony sweating and breathless. 

The girl had disappeared. 

No. There she was! 

Downstairs again. 

He stared down at her, shocked and 
confused. | 

How did she get there so fast? 

Ty felt a jolt of terror. She’s a ghost. Let 
her go, he thought. Don’t mess with this. 

But he had to. He had to confront Amy and 
make her stop this craziness. 

She stood on the far side of the dance 
floor, not moving. The colorful strobe light 
flickered across her long cloak and bonnet. 
Ty still couldn’t see her face. 

He ran back down the stairs, darting in 
and out of the dancing crowd to the other 
side of the floor. 

Amy vanished again. : 

Ty skidded to a stop and tried to catch his 
breath. Sweat streamed down his face and 
back. His heart pounded rapidly and his 
arms shook. 

He turned in a circle, scanning the place 
for the girl in the old-fashioned clothes. 

And spotted her way above him. Standing 
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on a different area of the balcony. 

He sucked in a deep breath and ran back 
across the dance floor, up to the top of the 
stairs. | 

Amy hadn’t moved. She stood at the railing, 
half turned away from him. 

Ty swallowed hard and began to move 
toward her. Slowly, he told himself. She’s not 
looking. You can sneak up on her. Just a few 
more steps. 

“Amy?” He grabbed her arm and started to 
turn her toward him. 

Her body tensed. She quickly pulled out of 
his grasp. She spun all the way around and 
rammed into him, plowing him up against 
the railing. 3 

The metal dug into Ty’s spine, just above 
his waist. He gasped in shock and fear. Amy 
held his shoulders in a tight grip and pushed 
_ with incredible strength. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Ty caught a 
glimpse of the dance floor way below. 

If I fall, ’m dead, he thought frantically. 

Amy kept pushing. 

Ty felt himself bending back, farther and 
farther. I’m losing my balance, he thought, 
panicking. I’m going to die! 

“Amy, no!” he cried. “Please! Don’t kill me!” 
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aa lease! Amy, don’t!” Ty pleaded in 


terror. 

Amy didn’t let up. She dug her 
fingers into his shoulders, pressing 
him backward. 

Ty’s arms flailed out. He tried to grab hold 
of the railing again, but couldn't. 

The metal gouged into the skin on his 
back. His spine felt as if it would snap in two. — 
_ Heswung his arms wildly, desperate to grab 
hold of something to pull himself up with. 

Anything to keep from falling. 

Amy gasped. Her head jerked to the side. 
There was a ripping sound, and then Amy’s 
bonnet came loose in Ty’s hand. 

Amy dropped his arms and stumbled 
back, away from the railing. 
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Ty sank to the floor, gasping for breath. 
Still clutching the bonnet, he glanced up. 

“Phoebe?” he exclaimed. 

Phoebe Yamura gazed down at him, a grin 
on her face. She wore a long, old-fashioned 
cloak, just like Amy’s. Her dark hair fell in 
tangles to her shoulders. 

Behind her stood two more girls, dressed 
like Phoebe, wearing wide-brimmed bonnets 
that shadowed their faces. 

As Ty watched, they untied the ribbons 
under their chins and pulled the bonnets off. 

Trisha and Marla. 

Ty stared at them in total shock. 

All three girls burst into laughter. “We did 
it!” Phoebe cried triumphantly. 

“Do you believe this?” Trisha declared. 
“He actually thought he was seeing a ghost!” 

“I knew it would work.” Marla unclasped 
her hair and shook it out. “Ty, if you’re not 
going to say something, close your mouth. 
You look like a complete dork.” 

Ty snapped his mouth shut. 

Phoebe put her hands on her hips and 
stared down at Ty. “Don’t tell me you haven’t 
figured it out yet.” 

Ty realized he was still holding the 
bonnet. A couple of girls passed by and 
glanced at it. Then they smirked. 

Ty flung the bonnet at Phoebe and scrambled 
to his feet. “What’s going on?” he demanded. 
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“Ooh, he’s mad,” Trisha said. 

“Too bad,” Marla declared. She tossed her 
head and stepped closer to Ty. “How do you 
think we felt when we found out you were 
sneaking around, trying to go with all three 
of us?” she demanded. 

Ty felt his face redden. “You ... you 
knew?” : 

“Duh ... yeah!” Phoebe replied. “Did you 
actually think we wouldn’t find out?” 

I did, Ty admitted to himself. I thought I 
could get away with it. I always have. 


“So once we found out what a sneaky jerk 


you are, we got together and decided to get 
even,” Marla told him. 

“Beloved Ty,’” Trisha quoted in a high, 
melodramatic tone. “‘Your cards keep me 
alive, even though we are separated by so 
much time.’” 

Marla laughed. “Does that sound familiar?” 

One of the valentines from Amy, Ty 
thought. Only it wasn’t from Amy. It was 
from... 

“Marla wrote it,” Trisha told him. “She 
wrote all of them. She planted the very first 
one up in your attic. And we took turns 
putting the rest in your mailbox. I even 
bought some old stamps for them.” 

“We sent the notes to ourselves, too,” 
Phoebe added. “All the threats and stuff—we 
did it.” 
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“How about the fake blood in the locker?” 
Trisha asked. . 

“That was sooo messy,” Phoebe said. “But 
sooo funny!” 

“These costumes are from the school 
play,” Marla added. “Didn’t you even recog- 
nize them?” 

Ty stared at the old-fashioned clothes. He 
did recognize them. Now, that is. 

“I thought for sure the bonnets would give 
us away,” Trisha said. “Of course, I never 
dreamed we'd ever get this far with the joke.” 

“How could you fall for it?” Phoebe asked. 
“Did you really think a dead girl was writing 
to you from 1890?” 

“You're a bigger jerk than we thought!” 
Marla cried. 

The three of them began laughing again. 

Ty’s face burned with embarrassment. He 
felt totally humiliated. 

And it’s going to get worse, he thought. 
It’ll be all over the school by Monday. : 

But at least you weren’t being stalked by a 
ghost, he reminded himself. He took a deep 
breath and decided to try acting cool. “All 
right, the joke’s on me,” he admitted. “So lis- 
ten, now that everybody knows, why don’t 
we forget about it? We can still go out 
together, right?” 

“Get real,” Marla told him. Phoebe and 
Trisha laughed. 
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Matty Winger and Josh and Josie Maxwell 
walked by and stared curiously at the three 
laughing girls in their long cloaks. “What’s 
the joke?” Matty asked. 

Ty bolted before Marla and the others 
decided to let Matty in on their hilarious 
prank. | have to get out of here, he thought, 
running toward the stairs. 

The laughter drifted after him, and he 
cringed. He knew he’d be hearing that sound 
in his dreams. 

He hurried downstairs and glanced 
around. 

Mickey and Dana waved to him from the 
dance floor. Ty’s face heated up again. Is that 
a smirk on Dana’s face? Does she know 
about the trick they played on me? 

He spotted Kenny on the other side of the 
floor, staring up at the balcony with an 
amused expression. Ty turned and looked 
back at the girls. 

Trisha, Marla, and Phoebe were still mum- 
bling together, with big smiles on their faces. 

Does Kenny know, too? Ty wondered. Does 
everybody know? 

Everybody will know, that’s for sure. It’s 
going to become a legend at Shadyside High: 
The Humiliation of Ty Sullivan. 

Ty ducked his head and began making his 
way toward the exit. As he skirted by a large 
group of kids, he suddenly stopped. 
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A girl stood near the doorway, watching 
him. 

She wore a long cloak and a big old- 
fashioned bonnet. 

Huh? Who is that? 

He wheeled around and stared up at the 
balcony again. 

Phoebe and Marla were untying their 
cloaks. Trisha had already taken hers off, 
revealing a long red dress. 

Ty frowned in confusion. They’re still up 
there. All three of them. So who’s the girl by 
the door? 

He quickly turned back. 

The girl gazed at him, not moving. 

I was only fooling around with three girls, 
Ty thought. And they’re still up on the 
balcony. Nobody else was dressed up in old- 
fashioned clothes. Just Trisha, Phoebe, and 
Marla, right? 

What’s going on? Who is she? 

As he watched the girl, Ty suddenly felt an 
icy chill along his spine. The back of his neck 
prickled. His mouth went dry. 

“It couldn’t be,” Ty breathed. “Could it?” 

The girl stared at him for another second, 
then picked up her skirts and pushed her 
way out the door. 

“Amy!” Ty shouted her name and raced 
after her. 


Chapter Eighteen | 


risha waited while Marla and Phoebe 
finished taking off their costumes. 
Marla wore a long striped tank dress 
underneath hers. Phoebe had on a 
short skirt and a sweater set. 

Trisha folded the long cloak over her arm. 
“Am I the only one who’s starting to feel kind 
of bad about Ty?” 

“No. I feel exactly the same,” Phoebe admit- 
ted. “I mean, he looked totally shattered.” 

“I guess we were kind of hard on him,” 
Marla agreed, finger-combing her hair. “Not 
that he didn’t deserve it.” 

“He did, absolutely,” Trisha said. “It’s just 
that . . . well, the valentines were fun, but I 
think the bunny was a little too gross. And 
then tonight, the way we kept laughing right 
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in his face was pretty mean.” 
“Wait a sec—the bunny?” Phoebe asked. 

“Sure. I told you about it, remember? The 
dead rabbit in the backseat of Ty’s car,” 
Trisha reminded her with a shudder. “With 
the knife stuck in it and the blood all over 
the place?” | 

“You thought / did that?” Phoebe shook 
her head. “Not me.” ; 

Trisha glanced at Marla. 

“No way,” Marla declared. “I would not stab 
a furry little bunny just to get back at Ty.” 

Trisha scowled. “But I just figured you 
guys did it.” 

Phoebe shrugged. “Maybe it was a 
coincidence. You were at the movies in 
Waynesbridge, right? Some guys from 
Waynesbridge High’s football team probably 
decided to play a prank.” 

“Maybe.” But Trisha felt a ripple of unease. 
She had been positive Marla or Phoebe did it. 
Ty figured it was Gary, but she didn’t think 
Gary would try to get back at Ty that way. 

Trisha shivered. What if Gary really did do 
it? He hates Ty. He said he wanted him dead. 

Trisha turned and scanned the main floor. 
She’d seen Gary earlier with his friends. 
She’d walked right past him. He hadn’t rec- 
ognized her in the long cloak and bonnet. 
But she saw the way he looked at Ty when 
Ty first came into the club. 
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Where was Gary now? 

Her gaze skipped over the dancing crowd, 
the groups of kids near the bar and all 
around the dance floor. 

She didn’t see Gary anywhere. 

She didn’t see Ty, either. 

The uneasy feeling grew stronger. If Gary 
was the one who put that rabbit in Ty’s car, 
who knows what else he and his friends 
might do? 

Trisha turned back to Marla and Phoebe. 
“Where did Ty go?” | 

“Who knows? I saw him run out the front 
door a couple of minutes ago,” Marla 
replied. 

Trisha’s nerves started to jangle. She was 
getting a bad feeling. “I think we should go 
after him and apologize or something,” she 
said. 

“Okay, but he probably won’t want to talk 
to us,” Phoebe replied. 

“Maybe, but we can try,” Trisha argued. “I 
won't be able to have any fun tonight until 
we do.” 

Marla rolled her eyes. “It won’t kill him to 
suffer a little while longer. But okay. Let’s do — 
it. We can put our costumes in my car as 
long as we’re out there.” 

Trisha led the way down the stairs, anxiously 
scanning the crowd for Gary’s face. She 
couldn’t spot him. He’s probably in here 
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somewhere, and | just can’t see him, she 
tried to convince herself. Or maybe he left 
before Ty did. 

Downstairs, she hurried toward the front 
door as fast as possible and pushed her way 
outside. 

The cold February wind blew Trisha’s hair 
across her eyes and made her shiver. “Ty?” 
she shouted. “Ty!” 

No reply. 

Trisha tossed her head and scanned the 
parking lot for his car. 

“I was downstairs when he came in,” 
Phoebe said. “The place was already packed, 
so I bet he had to park way at the back.” 

They began walking through the rows of 
cars, calling Ty’s name. Trisha’s teeth started 
to chatter, and she threw her costume cloak 
around her shoulders. 

“He probably left already,” Marla declared. 
“And I’m freezing. My car’s over that way. 
Let’s dump these costumes and go back in. 
We can apologize tomorrow.” 

“Just a few more rows,” Trisha urged. _ 

Marla sighed. “Okay. Then we should split 
up. It’ll be much faster.” 

Phoebe broke off to the right, Marla to the 
left. Trisha kept walking through the middle 
row, shouting for Ty. She could hear Marla 
and Phoebe somewhere behind her, calling, 
too. 
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No one answered. 

There’s nobody out here, Trisha thought. 
It’s too cold. Marla must be right. Ty’s 
already gone. 

The cars thinned out as she drew closer to 
the end of the parking lot. She stopped and 
glanced around. 

Something dark lay at the edge of a pool of 
light cast by one of the Old Mill Road street 
lamps. 

Trisha’s pulse began to pound. It’s just 
some bags of trash, she told herself. But I 
have to make sure. 

She hugged the cloak around herself. As 
she walked quickly toward the light, the 
dark bundle took shape. 

Trisha stopped two feet away. She couldn't 
move. She couldn’t breathe. She felt the 
blood drain from her head and thought she 
was going to pass out. 

Then her breath rushed back, and she 
screamed in horror. 

The dark shape was Ty, lying facedown in 
the parking lot. 

Blood covered his hair and seeped from 
under his head, forming a dark pool on the 
pavement. 

He had one leg drawn up, as if he were still 
trying to run. But he would never run again. 

Ty Sullivan was dead. 
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risha sat with Marla and Phoebe in a 

small office off the Red Heat dance 

floor, waiting for the police to come talk 
to them again. 

She shivered and clutched the cloak 
around her. - 

Tt was just like my vision, she thought 
helplessly. The boy lying facedown—dead. 
Blood all over his hair and face. I couldn’t 
tell who it was then. 

Now I know. 

A hit and run, the police said. Ty had been 
tossed into the air like a rag doll and 
crashed headfirst onto the pavement. 

He tried to crawl, but he only made it half 
a foot before he collapsed and died. 

Trisha shivered again. The office was hot 
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and stuffy, but she couldn’t stop shaking. 

“IT wish the police would hurry up,” Marla 
declared. “What’s taking them so long?” 

Phoebe shrugged. “Saving us for last, 
since we’re the ones who found him. | still 
can’t believe he’s dead,” she added softly. “I 
feel so guilty.” 

“All we did was play a joke on him,” Marla 
pointed out. She paused. “But I feel guilty, 
too. If we hadn’t played the joke, maybe this 
wouldn’t have happened.” 

Trisha’s eyes filled with tears. “We're all 
going to feel guilty for the rest of our lives,” 
she choked out. 

“Do you think we should tell the police 
about it?” Phoebe asked. “The joke, I mean?” 
_ Marla shook her head. “Why should we? 
It’s embarrassing. And it doesn’t really have 
anything to do with Ty’s death.” 

The door opened. A man and a woman 
entered, introducing themselves as Detectives 
Patricia Ames and Ron Stanley. 

Detective Ames had hooded dark eyes and 
carried a manila folder. Stanley had a stocky 
build and freckles scattered across his face. 

Trisha wiped her eyes. 

“Okay, why don’t you tell us about it 
again,” Detective Stanley said. “The three of 
you were out in the parking lot, and you 
stumbled across Ty. He was already dead 
when you found him.” 
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“That’s right,” Marla replied. 

_ “Why did you go out in the parking lot?” 
Detective Ames asked. “Were you leaving the 
dance?” 

“No, we were looking for Ty,” Trisha told 
her. 

Ames narrowed her eyes. “Why?” 

Trisha shifted uneasily and exchanged 
glances with Phoebe and Marla. “We wanted 
to talk to him,” she replied. “We’re friends of 
his.” 

“That’s right,” Phoebe agreed. 

“Just friends?” Stanley asked. “Nothing 
more?” 

“Definitely not,” Marla told him. 

Ames nodded. “So Mickey Myers was lying 
when he told us Ty was seeing all three of 
you?” 

Trisha’s heart lurched. We should have 
known they would talk to Mickey, she 
thought. “Well, no, he’s not lying,” she said. 

“See, Ty thought we were all crazy about 
him,” Phoebe tried to explain. “I mean, we all 
went out with him, but it’s not like it sounds. 
Mickey didn’t know, that’s all.” 

“Didn’t know what?” Stanley asked. 

“That we knew Ty was fooling around,” 
Trisha replied. “Ty didn’t know it, either. 
He’s supposed to be going with Phoebe. But 
he was cheating on her with me and Marla, 
and we all found out about it.” 
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“That must have made you angry,” 
Detective Ames said. 

“Are you kidding? We were furious!” Marla 
declared. 

“But then we figured out a way to get 
even,” Phoebe added. 

Detective Ames narrowed her eyes again. 
“How?” | 

Oh, no, Trisha thought. We weren’t 
supposed to get into this. 

“We ... we played a joke on him,” Phoebe 
stammered. “I mean, it didn’t hurt him or 
anything. It was just kind of humiliating. And 
after he left the club, we started to feel bad 
about it.” 

“So we went out to apologize to him,” 
Marla added. “That’s when we found him.” 

Trisha nodded, swallowing. “We never 
thought he’d die before we got the chance to 
say we were sorry.” 

Detective Ames eyed her warily. “You 
didn’t?” 

“What? No,” Trisha replied. “What are you 
trying to say?” 

Ames opened the manila folder. She lifted 
out a valentine card and opened it in front of 
the girls. “We found this in Ty’s jacket 
pocket.” 

Trisha stared at the card. 


I CANNOT LET YOU LIVE. YOUR GIRL- 
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FRIENDS MUST DIE, TOO. 
LOVE, AMY 


“Who’s Amy?” the detective asked. 

Phoebe laughed nervously. “She’s dead. | 
mean, she died a long time ago. 1 mean .. .” 

“She was part of the joke,” Marla 
explained. “It’s kind of complicated.” 

“That’s okay. I think we’ll be able to under- 
stand it,” Ames assured her. “Go ahead.” ; 

Marla started explaining the trick they 
played on Ty. Phoebe and Trisha chimed in. 
They told about the fake valentines and the 
way they fooled him that night by dressing 
up and making him think a ghost was trying 
to kill him. 

Detective Stanley rolled his eyes. “You’re 
saying Ty fell for a girl who’s been dead fora 
hundred years?” | : 

“I know it sounds crazy,” Trisha admitted. 
“We never thought the joke would actually 
go this far. But Ty really liked girls. I guess he 
just couldn’t resist another one.” 

Detective Ames tapped the valentine. 
“This doesn’t sound like much of a joke to 
me.” 

Trisha stared at her. The woman’s eyes 
stared back skeptically. 

Trisha swallowed nervously as Detective 
Ames continued to tap the valentine. Doesn’t 
she believe us? What is she thinking? 
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Marla shifted in her chair. “We explained 
about that valentine,” she blurted out. “We 
wanted to scare Ty. We even threatened our- 
selves.” 

Detective Stanley nodded. “Yeah, you told 
us. But Ty’s the only one who died, isn’t he? 
I mean, you were hardly going to kill your- 
selves, right?” 

Trisha sat rigid, afraid to move. Do they 
think we did it? That we killed Ty? 

Detective Ames put the card into the 
folder. “I’m afraid we’re going to have to take 
all three of you to the station for some more 
questioning.” 

“What? Why?” Phoebe ctied “What are 
the charges?” 

“We just want to clear this whole thing 
up." ” Ames eT the folder shut. “Let’s 
go.” 

“You have to be kidding!” Marla protested. 

“We never touched him!” Phoebe cried. 
“Do you think we killed him?” 

“Did you?” Detective Stanley asked. 

Trisha’s mind raced, but she couldn’t 
speak. Her mouth was dry and her heart 
beat painfully against her chest. Her knees 
shook as the detectives herded them out of 
the office. 

“Come along,” Ames said. “We’ve already 
called your parents. They'll meet us at the 
station house.” 
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Detective Stanley pushed open the front 
doors of the club. Trisha heard a bunch of 
gasps. 

The entire senior class had gathered 
outside. Trisha spotted Mickey and Dana, 
Kenny, Jennifer, and Deirdre, all staring. 

“Trisha, what’s going on?” Jennifer called 
out. 

“I...” Trisha stopped. No way could she 
explain this. 

“Nothing’s going on,” Marla snapped. “It’s 
a mistake. A major mistake.” 

This can’t be happening, Trisha thought 
frantically. This isn’t real! 

The detectives ushered them into the 
backseat of a waiting squad car. Trisha 
glanced out the window. The red and blue 
police lights swirled across the stunned 
faces of the seniors. 

The siren blared loudly, and as the car 
peeled away in a squeal of rubber, Trisha 
clasped her hands together and burst into 
tears. | 


Chanter Twenty | 


wo hours later Trisha returned home 
with her parents. As she entered the 
foyer of her house, she let out a deep 
breath of relief. 

The police had finally believed her and 
Marla and Phoebe. 

It was just a joke, but it felt so weird to be 
questioned—about murder. 

Trisha took off her coat and hugged her 
parents. “I’m so glad to be home,” she 
murmured. 

“You should never have been questioned 
in the first place,” her father said. “If any- 
thing like that ever happens again, don’t say 
a word until you call me or your mother. Or 
our lawyer.” 

“Okay,” Trisha agreed. “It’s just that I didn’t 
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realize what the police were thinking until it 
was too late.” 

“Well, it’s all over now,” Mrs. Conrad 
declared. “Why don’t I have Betty fix you 
something to eat?” 

Trisha shook her head. The cook was 
probably asleep already. “I’m wiped out. | 
think I'll just go to bed.” 

She kissed her parents good night and 
climbed the wide staircase to her bedroom. 
She closed the door and leaned against it for 
a moment, thinking about Ty. 

Trisha had stopped seeing Ty a few weeks 
ago. She started going out with him again as 
part of the joke. Then she discovered that he 
was fun to be with. Trisha really liked Ty. 
And she thought he really liked her, too. But 
Ty just liked fooling around too much. | 

She pictured his face. Blue —_ sparkling 
as he grinned at her. 

Then she saw him the way she’d found 
him earlier. Dead-eyed and bloody. 

Who killed him? Who hated him that 
much? 

Gary Fresno was the only name that came 
to her. 

No, she thought. I don’t want to believe it. 
But... it’s possible. 

Gary told me he wanted Ty dead. He 
promised to make that vision come true, and 
it did. 
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She shuddered and crossed the room to 
her walk-in closet. As she reached out to 
open the door, the floor seemed to tilt 
underneath her feet. 

She gasped and grabbed hold of the door 
handle as a wave of dizziness washed over 
her. 

Her heart began to hammer. Sweat popped 
out on her forehead. 

Her sight grew dark around the edges. She 
couldn’t see anything for a moment. She felt 
the cool metal of the door handle under her 
fingers and hung on to it tightly as “pated 
thing in her room faded away. 

Nothing for a moment. Then a vision 
began to form, and she was suddenly staring 
at the parking lot outside Red Heat. 

Someone stood underneath a street lamp, 
glancing around with an anxious expression 
on his face. 

Ty. | 
He must have just left the club, Trisha 
realized. I’m going to see what happened to 

him! 

Ty’s mouth moved. Trisha could read his 
lips. Amy, he called. Amy! 

Trisha stared at him, frightened and 
confused. Why is he saying her name? There 
was no Amy. It was all a joke! 

Something moved at the edge of Trisha’s 
vision. Something in the shadows. Her heart 
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began to race. 

She saw a glint of chrome. Then the glare 
of headlights. Ty wheeled around. He froze 
for a moment. Then he turned again and 
started to run. 

Trisha watched in horror as the car 
barreled toward him. Faster, Ty! she wanted 
to scream. Faster! 

Ty glanced over his shoulder. His eyes 
widened in terror. His mouth twisted in a 
silent scream. 

He took one more running step. 

Then the car slammed into him. 

Trisha whimpered. She felt tears rolling 
down her cheeks. 

Ty’s body rose into the air, shen crashed 
headfirst to the ground. He rolled to his 
stomach and tried to get his knees up under 
him. Tried to crawl away. 

He couldn't do it. He was dying. He pulled 
himself forward a few inches, then collapsed. 

His eyes remained open, unblinking, as 
blood streamed across his face. 

Tires spun across the pavement, and the 
car raced past Ty’s body and out of the 
parking lot. 

A red car, disappearing into the night. 

The vision ended. 

Trisha slumped against the closet door, 
breathless and shaken. She wiped her 
cheeks and drew in a shaky breath. 
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If only she could have seen more clearly! 
She couldn’t see the driver or the license 
plate. All she knew was that the murderer 
drove a red Car. 

And Gary’s car wasn’t red. 

Her hopes rose for a moment. Then they 
fell as she realized Gary could have borrowed 
a car from one of his friends. They borrowed 
each other’s cars all the time. 

And Gary was at the dance tonight, Trisha 
thought. He could have followed Ty outside 
and killed him, then escaped in a friend’s 
car. 

She had to talk to him. : 

She crossed the room and picked up the 
phone on the night table. Sinking onto the 
bed, she punched Gary’s number and waited 
anxiously. 

The phone rang. Once. Twice. Three 
times. 

Trisha counted fifteen rings, hung up, and 
immediately tried again. 

The phone rang and rang. Trisha listened, 
feeling a sense of dread. 

Where was Gary? 
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Chapter Twenty-one 


n Monday, Trisha sat in the cafeteria 
with Phoebe and Marla, talking about 
Ty. 
It’s all anybody is talking about, 
Trisha thought. Some of the kids think it’s 
part of the Senior Curse, and they’re totally 
freaked. 3 
“The school is holding a memorial service 
for Ty in a couple of days,” Phoebe said. 
“Maybe that will make everybody feel better.” 
“The only thing that will make me feel 
better is finding out who killed him,” Marla 
declared, tucking her hair behind her ears. “I 
still can’t believe the police suspected us. 
I’ve never been so scared in my life.” 
Trisha leaned her elbows on the table. “I 
saw something,” she murmured quietly. 
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Phoebe frowned. “What do you mean?” 

“I had a vision,” Trisha explained. “After | 
got home from the police station that night, 
I was up in my room and...I saw Ty get 
killed.” 

“Are you serious? Who did it?” Marla 
demanded. 

Trisha shook her head. “I don’t know. But 
I saw the car. It was red.” 

Marla and Phoebe exchanged questioning 
glances. “Who do we know with a red car?” 
Marla asked. 

“Lots of kids,” Phoebe said. “But it doesn’t 
have to be someone we know. | mean, it was 
probably an accident, and whoever hit him 
got scared and took off.” 

The bell rang. Out in the hall Trisha split 
up with Phoebe and Marla and hurried to 
her next class. 

Could Phoebe be right? she wondered. 
Could the driver have been a total stranger? 

Trisha pictured the vision again. She saw 
Ty stare at the oncoming headlights. She 
saw him spin around and start to run. She 
saw the car speed up. 

It didn’t swerve. It ran straight at dim: 

No. It wasn’t some stranger who panicked 
after accidentally hitting Ty. 

Whoever ran him down meant to do it. 


Trisha slammed her locker shut after 
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school and began walking down the hall. She 
couldn’t get the vision out of her mind. The 
glare of the headlights. The look of terror on 
Ty’s face. 

Who killed him? Was it Gary? 

Trisha had asked herself that puedes 
over and over, all weekend. 

She still didn’t have an answer. 

He said he wanted Ty dead. He didn’t have 
a red car, but he could have used a friend’s. 

Gary was rough, she knew that. And 
maybe a little dangerous. It was actually one 
of the things that attracted her to him. And 
she liked that going out with Gary bugged 
her parents. | 

But he’s never done anything really bad 
except fight, she reminded herself. I just 
can’t believe he’d kill someone on purpose. 

She rounded a corner and gasped as she 
saw Gary striding toward her. 

Oh, no. She didn’t want to talk to him, not 
now. Not after she’d been trying to decide 
whether he was a killer! 

She stopped walking and waited tensely. 

Gary broke into a smile as he approached. 
“Hey, Trisha. I’ve been looking for you all 
day.” 

“Oh?” Trisha fiddled with the strap on her 
backpack. “Why?” 

“I just wanted to see you, that’s all.” He 
peered at her face. “You look really tense. 
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What’s wrong?” 

Trisha hesitated. She wanted to ask him 
about the car, but she was suddenly afraid 
to. “I’m upset about Ty,” she finally replied. 

The second the words were out of her 
mouth, Trisha wished she could snatch 


them back. They were true, but it had beena ~ 


big mistake to say them. 

Gary’s face darkened. His eyes flashed 
with anger. “I can’t believe it!” he said. Then 
he slammed his fist into a locker. “The guy’s 
dead and he’s still on your mind!” 

Trisha jumped, frightened by his temper. 
But she felt angry, too. “Of course he’s on 
my mind,” she shot back. “He was killed, 
Gary. I found him. I saw him all bloody and 
dead. It was horrible and he didn’t deserve 
it, no matter what you say. I thought you’d 
understand!” 

Gary’s shoulders slumped. The anger 
faded from his eyes and his face flushed with 
embarrassment. “You’re right, Trisha,” he 
admitted. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to act like 
such a jerk. It’s just that...” 

Trisha stared at him. 

“Hey, | almost forgot.” Gary straightened 
up and ran a hand through his hair. “Come 
on, I want to show you something.” 

He started to take her hand, but Trisha 
pulled back. She wasn’t sure about going 
anywhere with Gary at the moment. “What is 
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it?” she asked. 

“A surprise.” 

Trisha didn’t move. “Why don’t you just 
tell me about it?” 

Gary smiled, took hold of her hand and 
gave a gentle tug. “It wouldn’t be a surprise 
then. Come on, it’s right outside.” 

Trisha pulled her hand away, but she 
began walking down the hall with him. | 
guess it won't hurt to go outside, she 
thought. 

At the doors leading to the parking lot, 
Gary took her hand again. “Close your eyes.” 

Trisha closed them to slits and watched 
her feet as he led her down the steps. 

“Okay. Look,” he told her. 

Trisha raised her head and felt a surge of 
fear. | 

Parked at the curb was a sleek, shiny car. 

A red car. 


Chapter Twenty-two 


446 t's a BMW. Pretty cool, huh?” Gary 
asked. 
Trisha’s heart thudded as she swept 
her eyes over the car. The right front 
fender had a dent in it. 

Gary slung an arm around her shoulders. 
“What do you think?” 

Trisha swallowed and slowly stepped 
away from him. “Where did you get it?” 

“T...uh...” Gary hesitated. “I borrowed 
it 

Right, Trisha thought. But I bet he forgot 
to ask permission. 

“Hey, let’s go for a ride, ” Gary added 
quickly. “It has a sunroof. I know it’s cold, 
but it’ll be a kick.” 

The vision flashed into Trisha’s mind. The 
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headlights. The blood. The red car speeding 
away. She shook her head. “I don’t think so.” 

Gary shrugged. “Okay, we won’t open the 
sunroof. But I want to take it out onto the 
highway and really open it up. Come on.” 

He reached for her. 

“No,” Trisha repeated. “I’m not going.” 

Gary’s eyes narrowed. “What’s your 
problem?” 

“Nothing. I just...” 

Gary reached for her again. 

“No!” she cried. She jerked away and ran 
down the steps. 

“Hey!” Gary shouted behind her. “Trisha, 
come on!” 

Trisha glanced over her shoulder and saw 
Gary coming after her. She dropped her 
backpack on the ground and broke into a 
run. 

He did borrow the car! she thought as she 
raced around the side of the school. He took 
someone’s red car and used it to kill Ty! 

“Trisha!” Gary’s voice shouted behind her. — 

He knows I know, she thought in a panic. I 
have to get away from him! 

She tore past the football field and 
rounded the corner onto the sidewalk next 
to Park Drive. Gary shouted her name again. 

She risked a glance. He’d dropped to one 
knee and was struggling to get up. He must 
have tripped, she thought. 
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She tried to run faster. She crossed 
Parkview, then Mission Street. Her jacket felt 
heavy, but she couldn’t waste time taking it 
off. 

“Trisha!” Gary screamed after her. He 
sounded farther away, but she didn’t dare 
siow down. 

River Road Bridge came into view. Trisha 
darted to her left, onto Park Drive. 

Horns blared. Brakes squealed. A woman’s 
voice shouted angrily. 

Trisha kept running. Across Park Drive. 
Alongside the library, toward the Shadyside 
Memorial Cemetery. I can cut through there, 
she thought. If I can make it to the other 
side, I’ll be almost home. 

Her throat burned. Her side began to ache. 
One leg started to cramp. 

No! she thought. I can’t break down now! 
She slowed long enough to dig her knuckles 
into the leg muscle. The cramp eased up. 

She checked over her shoulder again. 

No sign of Gary. 

Where did he go? Had he given up? 

Not Gary, she thought. He’ll never give up. 
He’s still behind you somewhere, you just 
can’t see him. 

She drew in a long deep breath and began 
running again. 

A low stone wall encircled Shadyside 
Cemetery. Trisha scrambled over it and took 
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off along one of the paths that wound 
through the headstones. 

Her side began aching again. Her chest 
heaved. She stopped for a second, panting. 

A rustling noise came from behind her. She 
glanced back fearfully. All she saw were 
gravestones, clipped green hedges, and tall, 
leafless trees. 

Trisha veered off of the path and began 
skirting some of the gravestones. The late 
afternoon light had started to fade, creating 
dark shadows everywhere. 

The rustling noise came again. It sounded 
louder this time. Trisha gasped and looked 
back. 

Dry leaves rustled across the ground. Was 
that what she heard? She scanned the rows 
of gravestones stretching out behind her. 
Gary could be hiding behind one of them. 

Run, she told herself. Keep running. She 
took off again, her heart thundering in her 
chest. 

Another noise. Still closer. Without slowing, 
Trisha turned her head to look over her 
shoulder. 

And crashed blindly into someone directly 
in her path. 

“Nooo!” she cried. : 

Hands grabbed her arms, and Trisha 
screamed in terror. 


Chapter Twenty-three 


4é ooo!” Trisha screamed again and 


began struggling frantically. “Let me 
go!” 

The hands immediately dropped 
away. “Trisha, what’s wrong?” a voice asked. 

Trisha stumbled back and tossed her 
tangled hair from her eyes. 

Justin Thompson stood in front of her, a 
worried expression on his face. | 

“Justin... thank... goodness it’s only 
you!” Trisha gasped the words out. Her 
pulse sounded like a drum in her ears. She 
gulped in deep breaths of air and waited for 
her heart to slow down. 

“What’s going on?” Justin asked. “How 
come you were running like that? Was some- 
body chasing you?” 
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Trisha checked behind her. No one. Just 
gravestones and shadows. Maybe Gary did 
give up. 

She turned back to Justin. “I thought so, 
but I guess I was wrong.” 

“Who?” Justin demanded. His brown eyes 
grew even more concerned. 

Trisha started to reply, then changed her 
mind. “I really don’t want to talk about it,” 
she replied. “I just want to go home.” Then I 
can figure out what to do, she thought. 

“Are you sure you're all right?” Justin 
asked. 

Trisha nodded. “Thanks, Justin.” 

“Sure. Listen, why don’t I walk with you?” 

“Oh... no, that’s okay.” Trisha gave him a 
smile and began walking away. 

“But I want to.” Justin fell in step beside 
her. “I mean, if somebody was chasing you, 
you might need protection.” 

Justin can’t even protect himself, Trisha 
thought. He’s always getting picked on. 

“I'd feel really bad if something happened 
to you,” he told her. “I mean, | like you, 
Trisha.” 

Trisha glanced at him. 

Justin licked his lips and stared at her 
intensely. “I like you... a lot,” he repeated. 
“I bet you didn’t know that.” 

Trisha felt a crawly sensation on the back 
of her neck. The way Justin looked at her 
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gave her the creeps. Is he actually coming on — 
to me? | 

“Let me walk with you,” he murmured. He — 
reached out and tucked a strand of hair — 
behind Trisha’s ear. : 

Trisha jerked her head away. “Don’t, Justin. — 
Please. I already have a boyfriend.” She — 
started to leave, but Justin grabbed her arm. — 

“How can you blow me off like that?” he — 
demanded angrily. “After all I did for you!” 

“Justin, let go of me! What are you talking 
about?” P, 

His fingers tightened. “Ty-the-jerk-Sullivan! — 
Your so-called boyfriend. I saved you from — 
him!” | 

Trisha stared at him, horrified. 

“He was cheating on you. I couldn't stand 
it. | couldn’t stand him—always shoving me 
around, getting his kicks by making my life © 
miserable!” Justin cried. “And he would have ~ 
made your life miserable, too. So I got rid of © 
him.” 

“You... k-killed Ty!” Trisha stammered. 

“I had to. I gave him plenty of warning, but — 
even the dead rabbit didn’t stop him. Then I — 
heard you talking with Marla and Phoebe ~ 
about the trick with the costumes, and I — 
knew exactly how to get him.” 4 

“But we got him!” Trisha protested. “And — 
we only wanted to embarrass him, not kill — 
him!” 
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“That wasn’t enough, not after the way he 
treated you,” Justin declared. “I had to kill 
him, Trisha. I did it for you, don’t you get it?” 

“You're crazy!” Trisha screamed. 

Justin’s eyes flashed. “You should be 
thanking me,” he declared bitterly. “But 
you're just like Ty, aren’t you? You don’t 
think I’m good enough! What do I have to do 
to make you like me?” 

“Let me go!” Trisha screamed. She yanked 
her arm free and ran. 

Justin chased after her. “You can’t get 
away!” he shouted hoarsely. “I'll get you like 
I got Ty!” 

Trisha zigzagged her way around the 
gravestones, whimpering in panic. 

If only Gary had followed me here! she 
thought. If only someone was around! 

The shadows lengthened. The cemetery 
seemed dark and deserted. Trisha didn’t see 
any Cars or people visiting graves. She didn’t 
hear anything but the sound of dry grass 
under her sneakers and the thudding of her 
heart. 

And Justin’s footsteps, pounding after her. 

The wind picked up. It rattled the leafless 
tree branches and blew hard into Trisha’s 
face. She ducked her head and pushed 
against it, desperate to get away. 

If he catches me, he’ll kill me, she thought. 

And no one will know he did it. Or why. 
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“Give it up!” Justin shouted. “Trishaaa!” 

“No!” Trisha screamed and pushed ahead. — 
Her throat started to burn again. Her legs — 
felt heavy from all the running she’d done ~ 
before. 

The wind gusted and blew a strand of hair 
across Trisha’s eyes, blinding her. q 

Before she could peel the hair away, her — 
foot caught on something. 1 

She heard the snap of a branch and felt 
herself stumbling. 

No! I can’t fall! : 

Justin’s footsteps were close behind. She — 
could hear him breathing. 

She flailed her arms, trying desperately to 
stay on her feet. But she couldn’t keep her — 
balance. a 

Shrieking in terror, she crashed to the 
ground. 
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Chapter Twenty-four 


risha quickly rolled to her side and 
pushed to her feet. 

Pain shot through her ankle. 

She cried out and dropped to her 


knees. 

Justin’s footsteps grew louder. “You can’t 
run now!” he called out. “Don’t even try. It’s 
too late!” 

Trisha got her feet under her again, grit- 
ting her teeth against the pain. 

Tears streaming down her face, she 
reached out and grasped hold of a grave- 
stone to pull herself up. 

Justin grabbed her roughly from behind 
and pulled her backward. 

“Nooo!” Trisha struggled to break free. 
She jerked her arm back, trying to jab him 
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with her elbow. | 
But Justin caught hold of her arm and — 
swung her around to face him. 4 
Before Trisha could move again, Justin’s © 
hands closed around her throat. q 
Trisha tried to kick him, but her twisted — 
ankle wouldn’t bear all her weight. She took ~ 
hold of his wrists and dug her fingernails — 
into them. She tried to pry his fingers loose, — 
but they wouldn't budge. } 
Justin’s face loomed over hers. His eyes © 
glittered crazily. q 
His fingers tightened, and he began to — 
squeeze. 
Trisha shook her head, trying to throw ~ 
him off. But his fingers pressed harder © 
against her throat. i 
Her lungs began to scream for air. The — 
blood pounded in her head. She felt as if it — 
would explode. As if her eyes were going to © 
pop from her skull. | a 
She couldn’t breathe! 
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Chapter Twenty-f ive 


e’s killing me! Trisha thought desper- 
ately. I’m going to die! 

She tore at Justin’s fingers, but she 
couldn’t pry them loose. 

Pinpoints. of light danced in front of her 
eyes. 

Then a fuzzy blackness began to close in. 

Justin’s face blurred, but Trisha could still | 
see the crazy light shining in his eyes. 

She let go of his wrists. As the darkness 
closed in, she stiffened her fingers and 
stabbed them into that glittering light. 

Justin cried out. 

His grasp loosened. 

Trisha gouged at his eyes, twisting her fin- 
gers and jabbing the nails in. 

Justin howled. 


145 


FEAR STREET Seniors 


His hands dropped from her throat. 

Trisha staggered back, coughing and 
choking. She bumped up against the grave- 
stone and almost fell. 

“I’m still going to get you,” Justin snarled. 
A small flap of bloody skin hung from the 
corner of one eye. “I'll never let you go.” 

Trisha’s ankle still hurt, but it held her 
weight. She steadied herself against the 
headstone and got ready to run. 

Justin lunged. 

Trisha screamed and leaped aside. 

As Justin reached for her, his foot caught 
on the same branch that had tripped Trisha. 

Bellowing in surprise and fury, he flew 
through the air and crashed straight into the 
granite headstone. 

His skull hit the stone with a loud crack. 
His body slumped _— it, then rolled to 
the ground. 

He didn’t move. 

Trisha choked in gulps of air and watched 
him warily. Finally she took a cautious step 
closer. She stared down at Justin and 
clasped her hands over her mouth. 

He lay totally still, not breathing. The skin 
on his forehead had been broken. She could 
see a dent in his skull. 

Blood trickled from the wound and ran 
slowly into his open, lifeless eyes. 
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* * * 


Shadyside High held a memorial service 
for Ty after school on Wednesday. Trisha sat 
with Phoebe and Marla and listened as 
Kenny said a few words about him. 

“Ty and I didn’t get off to a great start,” 
Kenny told the crowd, standing at the podium 
in the auditorium. “Actually, we hated each 
other. But then we figured out we didn’t have 
a very good reason to be enemies. So we 
became friends.” 

Trisha’s eyes filled with tears. She heard 
Marla sniffle and saw Phoebe dig in her bag 
for a tissue. 

We’ll probably feel guilty about him 
forever, Trisha thought. 

Mickey said a few words, and the service 
ended. 

Trisha wiped her eyes and left the audito- 
rium with Phoebe and Marla. “Does anybody 
want to go get a Coke or something?” Phoebe 
asked. 

Marla shook her head. “I want to check my 
mail,” she said. “You know I applied for early 
admission to Brown University. I want to see 
if 1 got anything from them.” 

We'll all be hearing from colleges soon, 
Trisha realized. With everything else that 
happened, I almost forgot. “I think I’ll just go 
home,” she told Phoebe. “Maybe tomorrow, 
okay?” She gave them a wave and headed for 
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her locker. Her ankle still hurt a little, and 
she had a slight limp. 

She’d be glad when the limp totally disap- 
peared. It made her think of Justin, of that 
wild light in his eyes as he tried to strangle 
her. 

She shuddered and turned into another 
hallway. Her footsteps slowed. 

A white envelope poked from the vent at 
the top of her locker. 

Curious, she limped to the locker and slid 
the envelope out. TO TRISHA FROM GARY was 
written on the front. | 

She glanced up and down the hallway, but 
she didn’t see Gary. She hadn’t seen or 
talked to him since Monday, when he’d 
chased her halfway to the cemetery. She 
wasn't sure she wanted to, either. 

He hadn’t killed Ty, and she was glad 
about that. 

Still, after everything that had happened... 

She hesitated a second, then tore open the 
envelope and pulled out a red, heart-shaped 
card. 

She opened it. 


DEAR TRISHA, 

I’M SORRY FOR ACTING LIKE A JERK. I 
KNOW YOU'RE MAD AND I DON’T BLAME 
YOU. PLEASE GIVE ME A CHANCE TO MAKE 
IT UP TO YOU. 
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LOVE, GARY 


Trisha broke into a smile. The card was so 
sweet, she could hardly believe it. 

She took a couple of books from her 
locker, stuck them and the card into her 
backpack, and left the school. 

As she pushed through a side door to the 
parking lot, she saw Gary riding past. 

On a dark blue mountain bike. 

Gary spotted her and coasted to a stop. 
“Hey, Trisha.” 

“Hi.” Trisha’s heart started thumping. He 
looks so cute on that bike, she thought. “I 
got your valentine. It was really sweet.” 

“Yeah, well...” Gary’s face flushed. He fid- 
dled with the hand brakes and cleared his 
throat. “I meant what I said. About being 
sorry.” 

“It’s okay,” Trisha told him. “Let’s just for- 
get about it and see what happens.” 

He puffed out a breath. “Great. Thanks, 
Trisha.” 

“Sure.” She hoisted her backpack higher 
on her shoulder. “Oh, that reminds me— 
thanks for taking my backpack to the 
office. I Renae forgot that I dropped it when 
you. 

“Started chasing you.” Gary shook his head. 
“I wish I hadn't stopped. Then the whole thing 
with Justin wouldn’t have happened.” 
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“Well ... it’s not your fault.” Trisha came 
down the steps, eyeing the bike. “What’s 
with the two-wheeler?” she asked. “What 
happened to your red car?” 

“I gave it back,” he replied. “I was too 
weirded out about it.” 

“What do you mean?” 

Gary shuddered. “It belonged to Justin 
Thompson. He—uh, loaned it to me, remem- 
ber? On the same day he died.” 


“Phoebe, what is the rush?” Trisha 
demanded. She struggled to keep up with 
her friend as they walked to Trisha’s house 
after school on Friday. 

“My mom’s leaving at four, and I need to 
tel] her to take my cheerleading outfit to the 
dry cleaners,” Phoebe replied. “I absolutely 
have to have it by Monday.” 

“Why didn’t you call from school?” Trisha 
asked. 

Phoebe sighed. “! forgot. How’s your 
ankle?” | 

“Fine. Perfect.” 

“Good. So could you walk a little faster?” 
Phoebe pleaded. “It’s three-thirty already.” 

Trisha rolled her eyes and picked up her 
pace. When they crossed Park Drive, Phoebe 
nudged her toward the grassy area by the 
library. “Let’s cut through the cemetery.” 

Trisha’s steps faltered. “I really don’t want 
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to go back there,” she declared. 

“Please?” Phoebe begged. “It’ll take forever 
if we go around.” 

“I know,” Trisha admitted. “It’s just that 
the place gives me the creeps, especially 
after what happened.” 

Phoebe bit her lip and anxiously checked 
her watch. 

Trisha gave in. “Okay, okay. Let’s go.” 

The cemetery was quiet, as usual. As she 
and Phoebe walked across the grass, Trisha 
kept telling herself it was all over. Justin was 
dead. Nothing bad would happen here. 

A group of gravestones near a huge elm 
tree came into sight, and Trisha stopped, 
staring. 

Police barricades still surrounded one of 
the stones. 

“That’s where it happened, isn’t it?” 
Phoebe asked quietly. 

Trisha nodded. Then she slowly began 
walking toward the stone. She wasn’t sure 
why, but she felt it pulling at her. For some 
strange reason, she had to see it. 

Maybe because it saved my life, she 
thought. 

She reached the barricade and stopped. 

Footprints mashed the grass where Justin 
had fallen, grinding it into the ground. 

Dried blood still stained a corner of the 
stone. On Monday it had been bright red. 
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Now it was a rusty brown. 

Trisha shifted her gaze to the inscription. 
Shock and recognition jolted through her as 
she read the words: 


AMY FEAR 1872-1890 
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the brand new Fear Street Website! This scary 
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legend of the Fears and their legacy of blood. 
With sneak peeks of upcoming stories, top 
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of R.L Stine, this is your chance to know 
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SPRING 
BREAK 


Josh Maxwell is ready to party at Trisha Conrad’s 
ranch in Arizona. Meanwhile, his stepsister Josie is 
hanging out with a cute college guy back in 
Shadyside. 


But Josh and Josie are about to find out that there’s 
no break from the senior curse—and that wherever 
they go, the evil will follow. . . . 
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